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A SHOCK TO SOCIETY. 



CHAPTER I. 

IN THE WAY. 

Decima Wyastone was in the way. 

Not that she was unaccustomed to this situation. The 
youngest of a family of ten children, whose parents 
were all the poorer for being well-bom, she had never 
been exactly the apple of anybody's eye. But she had 
been adopted by the head of the family, the Earl of 
Llangarren, and brought up with her two cousins, his 
daughters ; so that as long as Lady Agatha and Lady 
Sybil remained unmarried, her lot was comparatively 
an easy one. They were lively, spirited girls, and it is 
true that they kept their cousin rather in the back- 
ground : but then she was one of those girls who seem 
bom for the half-lights and the middle-distances, rather 
than for a more prominent position. Having "out- 
grown her strength " at an early age, and shot up into 
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a long, weedy, angular creature, Decima seemed never 
to have quite recovered her natural vigor ; and at 
twenty-two, though the angles had softened down and 
the weediness had disappeared, she still drooped, she 
was still colorless, and she still bore herself with a 
meek air of apology for her own existence. 

Poor Decima ! The stage of apology had now 
become acute. For Lord Llangarren, having married 
off his daughters, found himself still burdened with the 
charge of this extra young woman, whose position as his 
niece entailed expensive arrangements for her dignity 
and convenience, while her shyness made her almost 
useless as a companion or an entertainer. Decima 
would gladly have renounced the attentions of the pry- 
ing maid, whose services she had formerly shared with 
her younger cousin ; and of the superannuated gover- 
ness, whom Agatha and Sybil had known how to keep 
in order, but who tyrannized at her pleasure over her 
remaining pupil. It never occurred to the girl, how- 
ever, to make unavailing protests to this effect ; and 
she submitted to be carried off, with the luggage and 
a retinue of servants, to her uncle's place in Wales, to 
spend the dreariest of winters, just as she would have 
submitted to be sent to Siberia, if that had been the 
earl's good pleasure. 
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Llangarren House was a big, pretentious building, 
which would have accommodated a regiment. It stood 
on high ground, facing what was in summer a beautiful 
view of woods, plains, hills, and the winding Wye : but 
in December the prospect was the dreariest imagin- 
able. While his daughters remained unmarried, the 
earl had proved a model father, and had sacrificed in 
great measure his own tastes in order to satisfy the 
demands of the gayety-loving Agatha and Sybil, who 
quite declined to be "buried in the wilds," as they 
called it Now, however, that the task of satisfpng 
their caprices had been transferred to their husbands, 
the earl was able to indulge his own tastes for a 
country life and agricultural pursuits. 

He was particularly interested in sheep-farming, and 
in the improvement of the breed of the Welsh sheep ; 
this fact, and his advanced Liberal opinions, made him 
extremely popular in the Principality, where he had 
reason to flatter himself that he was considered the 
great man of the day. Proud of his position with the 
people, and taking as he did a personal interest in the 
prosperity of his tenants, he liked to pose as a referee 
and arbiter among them ; so that on two or three days 
in the week, at certain specified hours, it was no un- 
common thing to see half a dozen burly farmers wait- 
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ing for an audience of the great man, whom an undis- 
criminating eye might easily have mistaken for one of 
themselves. 

If Lord Llangarren affected the rough dress and man- 
ners of a farmer, no such reproach could be brought 
against his secretary, Newton Rose, whose beautiful, 
doll-like neatness, dazzling collars and cuffs, and sleek 
head of dark brown hair, made him a curious foil to the 
stout, corduroy-clad gentleman whom he served with 
admirable zeal and discretion. Lord Llangarren was not 
exactly fond of him; personal affection would have 
seemed almost as much out of place, if bestowed upon 
that mechanically precise young man, as it would have 
been upon an automaton : but he held in high admi- 
ration and esteem his secretary's undoubted talents, 
and fully intended to make the fortune of a protigi 
whose rise in life would do so much credit to his judg- 
ment. 

Newton Rose himself had exactly the same intention. 
Casting about in his mind for some means to this good 
end, he thought he perceived in Decima the first step 
in his journey upwards. To be the earl's nephew, if 
only by marriage, would be an obvious advantage to 
him : and to have his niece taken off his hands would 
be an obvious advantage to the earl. 
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So thought Newton, and one morning, when the earl 
was looking out of the study window, and Decimals tall, 
stooping figure was to be seen walking listlessly in the 
now bare garden below, Newton took the opportunity 
to be so deeply absorbed in gazing at the tall, stooping 
figure, that a remark addressed to him by the earl 
failed to arouse him from his deep abstraction. 

Of course Lord Llangarren noticed this, and equally 
of course it set him thinking. Even before Newton, 
with a slight start and an apology, had withdrawn his 
gaze from Decima and resumed his attitude of business- 
like attention, a scheme by which he might kill two 
birds with one stone had flashed agreeably into his 
patron's mind. 

" I am afraid that poor girl has rather a lonely life 
of it down here now that she has lost her cousins," said 
the earl, continuing aloud the train of thought which 
the sight of his niece had started. 

The young man assented, with the least possible sug- 
gestion in his manner of sentimental reserve. The 
earl looked at him narrowly for some moments without 
speaking : Newton Rose knew this without looking 
up, and astutely drew from the fact a conclusion favor- 
able to his own pretensions. 

Not being inclined to let the grass grow undftx Vi^ 
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feet where his interest was concerned, Newton Rose 
that very afternoon put himself in the way of the 
young girl, whom he had hitherto treated as a mere lay 
figure, too insufferably insipid for a man to waste a 
dozen words upon. His first advance was not very 
successful, however ; for poor Decima, accustomed to 
his neglect, was so much bewildered by this new def- 
erence that she made the first excuse she could to get 
away from him, and spent the rest of the afternoon in 
the room where Miss Mortimer, the old governess, was 
nursing herself as a semi-invalid. In a mild and in- 
offensive fashion she rather disliked Newton Rose, and 
lonely as she undoubtedly was, she showed no anxiety 
for his companionship. 

On hearing what the incident was which had pro- 
cured her the pleasure of Decima's placid society. Miss 
Mortimer made a shrewd guess at the truth. Years had 
taught her discretion. 

" What a very clever young man Mr. Rose is ! " was 
all she said. 

" Yes," said Decima indifferently. 

" And how fond the earl is of him ! " 

" Yes." 

" But then, of course, considering his devotion to 
Lord Llangarren, it is not to be wondered at." 
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Here Decima at last raised her head. 

" Isn't it ? " she asked. 

" Isn't it what .> " 

" Isn't it to be wondered at that my uncle is fond of 
him ? It seems to me to be very wonderful that any- 
one can be fond of Mr. Rose." 

The old governess laughed gently. 

"Why, dear?" 

Decima, who was kneeling on the hearth-rug, warm- 
ing her hands, answered without much interest, 

" Well — his hair is so smooth ! " 

Miss Mortimer laughed again. 

" Is that all you have to say against him } " 

"Oh, I don't know. I think so. And it doesn't 
matter." 

She ended rather petulantly, as if the subject wearied 
her. The girl seemed to have lost some of her old 
amiability since the departure of her cousins. 

Miss Mortimer gently told her so. Decima colored 
slightly, but said nothing. 

" Perhaps you wish sometimes that someone would 
carry you off too," suggested the old lady playfully. 

Decima shook her head — not vehemently ; she never 
did anything vehemently. 

" No," she said. " I don't know how A^ath.^. 'i:cA 
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Sybil can like their husbands. I couldn't. I suppose 1 
was meant for an old maid, for I can't understand a 
girl liking any of the men I have met — liking them well 
enough to marry, I mean. I would rather have a horse 
of my own than a husband, I think. I do love horses." 

" Why don't you ride then ? Your uncle would be 
delighted to have you for a companion in his rides." 

But Decima was alarmed at the mere suggestion. 

" Oh, no, he wouldn't," she cried. " I never have any- 
thing to say to him ; I know he finds me dull, and that 
makes me worse. And perhaps I should fall off; 
Agatha always said I should. And then I should die 
of shame." 

" You are too sensitive, dear." 

Decima sighed. 

" Yes, they always say that of stupid people." 

" You are not stupid, Decima. You are only slow 
in developing. You are still at the stage of painful 
self-consciousness that most girls get through before 
they are eighteen. You feel too much." 

" Is it that ? I don't know ; " said the girl, rising to 
her feet, while Miss Mortimer watched her and longed 
to slap her back to make her stand up straight, as she 
had done when Decima was younger. 

The old lady, with all her kindness, was regret- 
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folly aware that this pupil of hers did her no credit 

" I wish you would ride 1 " murmured the old lady, 
thinking the exercise might improve her back. " I 
daresay you would take to it, since you are so fond of 
horses." 

" Do you know," said Decima after a pause, grow- 
ing communicative in the firelight, '* that I always go 
down to the gates on the mornings when uncle sees 
the farmers. Some of them leave their horses tied up 
to the rails of the field opposite, and if nobody is about 
I go and give them sugar. There's one, a little beauty, 
a chestnut, that knows me. I believe he would follow 
me if I were to untie him ! " 

At last the girl had found a subject upon which she 
could speak with some approach to animation. But 
Miss Mortimer looked vexed. 

" I sincerely hope you won't try," she said quickly. 
" And I think it is a pity to go down there at all. The 
farmers are very good creatures, no doubt, but they are 
not the sort of people your uncle would care for you 
to come in contact with, I am sure." 

Decima had shrunk into herself, and was clearly 
sorry that she had been so communicative. 

^ You may be sure I take care not to see them, nor 
to let them see me," she said. 
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And Miss Mortimer could extract no more confi- 
dences. 

Now Decima had only told the truth when she said 
that her bounty to the farmers* horses had escaped 
detection. But she was not always to be so fortunate. 
Miss Mortimer's words had the eifect of making her 
give up this pleasure for two mornings ; but then her 
virtuous resolution gave way, and telling herself that it 
was always Miss Mortimer's way to make a fuss about 
nothing, she went out through the lodge gates with a 
pocketful of sugar the next time she saw the chestnut 
horse tied to the rail outside. The horse did know 
her, and she flattered herself with the thought that he 
had missed her. This particular animal, she noticed, 
was here more frequently than any other. His master 
must have a great deal of business to do with the earl. 

She patted the horse's neck, she gave him sugar, 
and she talked to him in a low voice as she did so. 

" You are a beauty, my dear," she murmured affec- 
tionately, as she stood with her face to the lodge gates, 
so that she might escape in time if she should see any- 
one approach from the house. " I wish you belonged 
to me. It is a great pity you should be wasted upon 
some great rough farmer fellow who " 

She stopped short, and became crimson with painful 
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dismay. Close beside her stood the owner of the 
horse, not the great rough farmer fellow she had pic- 
tured to herself, but a handsome man of four and 
twenty, whose riding dress set off his good looks to 
perfection, and who appeared to be as shy as herself. 
He had come out of the house with the earFs agent, 
whom he had left at another gate, and the sound of his 
footsteps had been deadened by the grass which grew 
along the side of the road. 

" Yes, it is a great pity," assented the young man, 
with the flush still on his face. *' I often think Prince 
deserves to carry a rider like your ladyship, instead of 
a great rough farmer like me." 

" I am not a ladyship, and I don't deserve a nice 
horse, because I can't ride," said Decima hurriedly, 
keeping her eyes shyly on the ground until the last 
word, when she cast one timid glance, over the horse's 
back, at his young master. " I am only Lord Llangar- 



ren's niece." 



This Cinderella-like speech seemed to amuse the 
young farmer, who smiled as he spoke again. 

" It gives a sort of divinity about here to be related 
to the earl in any way, and that was how it was that I 
instinctively called you your ladyship. I knew you 
were Miss Wyastone, for I have often seen you walk- 
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ing in the garden — all by yourself," he added in a 
lower tone, with a suggestion of respectful S3anpathy 
and condolence in his voice and manner which made 
the girl catch her breath and turn away, with tears in 
her eyes. She had not known until that moment how 
lonely she was during those solitary and aimless walks. 
This sudden intimation that others had known it before 
her moved her in a way she could not understand. A 
moment after, she rejoined rather coldly : 

" I like to be by myself ; I have always done so." 
And turning abruptly, with what looked like extreme 
haughtiness, she crossed the road to the park gates. 
Just inside them she met Newton Rose, who was com- 
ing down the drive in a phaeton. He was sitting beside 
the groom with his hands tucked under a rug, looking 
very cold; he did not drive himself. He had seen 
enough of the little incident just related to be rendered 
rather curious. For Decimals shyness was well known. 
He stopped the phaeton therefore, and met her with a 
manner which was meant to suggest tender deference. 
But the girl, who was still in a state of unwonted ex- 
citement, saw in him only a blue-faced little man, 
whose premature baldness showed when he raised his 
hat ; and she was struck by the contrast he made to 
the handsome, healthy-looking young farmer. 
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She did not want to stop and talk to him, but he left 
her no way of escape. She was dull and monosyllabic 
as usual. 

" Nice animal that your friend is riding," remarked 
Newton, as they saw the farmer mount and ride off. 

" He is not my friend. I haven't the least idea who 
the person is. I never saw him before," returned Decima 
quickly, again with that shy, girlish coldness of tone 
which a man finds it impossible to understand. 

No wonder, therefore, that Newton Rose congratu- 
lated himself that there was at least in his intended 
bride some spark of the dignity and pride becoming in 
a lady who was to help him to bear the honors he 
meant to win. But poor Decima returned to the house 
in a state of absolute torture. She had been rude to 
Newton Rose, but she did not mind that : the trouble 
was that she had not only spoken slightingly of that 
extremely nice young stranger, but had treated him, 
with her usual awkward shyness, in a manner which no 
man could forgive. 

And yet what did it matter ? He was only one of 
her uncle's farmer-tenants, and she would take very 
good care never to come in contact with him again. 
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CHAPTER II. 



DECIMALS GREAT CHANCE. 



That evening, for the first time in the annals of hei 
girlhood, Decima talked at dinner, interesting herself 
in the earl's talk about the year's farming prospects 
in a way which delighted as much as it surprised him. 
Farming was his hobby, and poor Newton Rose, who 
had usually to bear the brunt of his conversation, 
hardly knew a haystack from a gooseberry-bush. This 
ignorance, however much the secretary tried to hide 
it, led him into chasms of platitude and quagmires of 
hasty generalization. So that the earl, recognizing 
genuine interest in his niece's timid inquiries, joyfully 
turned upon her the full tide of his tiresome enthu- 
siasm. He prattled about the Welsh sheep, and how 
the breed might be improved by more careful man- 
agement, complained of the ignorance and obstinacy of 
the older farmers, and congratulated himself on having 
found, in one of the younger men, a head to under- 
stand his views and a hand to carry them out. 
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A faint color came into Decimals pale cheeks as 
she listened. With a shy girl's self-consciousness, she 
imagined that blush to be a vivid crimson which both 
the gentlemen must notice and wonder at : she looked 
down at the tablecloth in terror, and thought that the 
beating of her heart could be distinctly heard. Of 
course neither of her companions noticed her confu- 
sion. To her uncle she was merely an ear to be talked 
into, to Newton Rose she was a machine which enabled 
him to enjoy his grapes and filberts in peace. 

" If it were not for young Yorath," maundered on 
the earl happily, " I should give them all up in de- 
spair. He is an oasis of intelligence in a desert of 
imbecility. The odd part of it is that his father was 
an illiterate old scoundrel whose horizon was bounded 
by the public-house ; while his mother, though a very 
good creature in her way (she was nurse in our family 
for a number of years), was no phenomenon. However, 
they had the sense — ^probably it was the woman's 
doings, to give the boy a thoroughly good education. 
There are a good many men of position in the county 
who would be glad to have such a son." 

Unknown to himself, the earl spoke rather ruefully : 
his own son was the skeleton in the family cupboard. 

Neither of the gentlemen guessed the absurd tumult 
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of feeling which the story of Owen Yorath*s parentage 
raised in the young girl. She knew, with a woman's 
quickness, that it was Yorath with whom she had had 
the encounter in the morning ; and round about the 
young man's image there had already risen in her 
sentimental girl's mind clouds of dreamy incense which 
the cold wind of fact now tried to blow away. A timid 
creature, hedged round on all sides by conventionalities 
which she would have died rather than not respect, 
the poor thing was overwhelmed with shame that she 
should have dared to harbor a thought of a man who 
was not a gentleman. 

Her interest in farming dried up on the spot. Fortu- 
nately, however, the earl, being now fairly started on 
his hobby, ambled on at a jog-trot, without the need of 
further questions, until Decima retired to the drawing- 
room. 

Unluckily, the girl had not enough interests to occupy 
her mind to be able readily to part with a new one. 
So that when, three days later, she came face to face 
with Owen Yorath at the corner of the Italian garden 
at the 'foot of the hill, she started violently and blushed 
as she had never started and blushed before. The 
young farmer raised his hat respectfully, and passed 
on towards the house ; and it certainly never occurred 
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to Decima that her presence in this part of the grounds- 
had anything to do with his choosing that particular 
path. If she had known it, such is the power of con- 
vention, she would have been, as far as her gentle 
nature permitted, offended by his presumption even 
more than amazed that so handsome a man should care 
to look upon a woman so uninteresting as herself. 

The truth was that Owen Yorath, strange as it 
may seem, was as much attracted by Decima as she 
was by him. Accustomed to the buxom forms and 
round red faces of the country girls of the neighbor- 
hood, he found a great charm in her slender figure 
and thin, refined features. Her slow, somewhat languid 
movements seemed to him a revelation of feminine 
grace, while the simplicity mingled with timidity which 
he had noticed in her manner was to him infinitely 
more attractive than the affectation which marked the 
manners of the girls of his own class towards him, or 
than the blunt and bouncing straightforwardness of 
the earl's own daughters. 

When to these attractions is added the fact of her 
evident loneliness since the marriage of her cousins, it 
will be easily understood that the young farmer, while 
he would have been shocked at any suggestion that he 
'* looked as high" as the earl's niece, found the Italian 



22 A SHOCK TO SOCIETY, 

garden the shortest way to the house — when Miss 
Wyastone was there. 

Of course the girl returned his respectful salutation 
with an inclination of the head tenfold colder and more 
distant than if she had not been more interested than 
was becoming in a lady of her position in the young 
farmer. And of course Owen vanished as quickly as 
a dream. But he came by the same way on his next 
visit to the earl, and Decima was there as before. 

These meetings and these greetings now took place 
three or four times a week, in fact as often as Owen 
visited the great house. They never grew any longer, 
nor any warmer, but they continued, and became the 
foundation upon which both man and maiden built 
many a fantastic edifice of idle dreams. 

Meanwhile Newton Rose got on very slowly with 
his wooing ; so slowly indeed,, that the object of it did 
not know that she was being wooed. But her mild 
dislike of him increased somewhat as she saw more of 
him ; for, as she knew very well that he used to make 
fun of her shyness and awkwardness for the amuse- 
ment of her cousin Egbert, she not unnaturally mistook 
his present hollow attentions for what he himself would 
have called '* chaff." In these circumstances poor 
Newton might be excused for finding his courtship 
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uphill work ; and at last, in despair, he decided to call 
in the assistance of the earl himself, whose passive 
alliance he had already secured. 

One morning, therefore, Decima was surprised by an 
intimation that Lord Llangarren would like to see her 
in his study. She found her uncle alone, the inevitable 
Newton Rose being represented only by his chair, 
pushed back from the writing-table he generally used. 
The earl, who had breakfasted by himself, nodded 
" Good-morning " to her from his usual place on the 
hearth-rug. He lost very little time in breaking to 
her the news of her coming elevation, as he was ex- 
pecting Farmer Davies with news concerning some cows 
which he had just imported from Ireland. 

" My dear Decima," he began kindly, with one eye 
on his niece, and the other on the Agricultural Notes 
in the " Daily News," " I have sent for you to tell you 
something which will, I hope and I may say believe, give 
you great pleasure." 

As he paused here, rather struck by a line in the 
article he was reading, Decima looked up at him, and 
with a faint blush in her face said : 

" Thank you, uncle." 

The earl looked up, smiled, and recollected what he 
had to say to her. 
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" I am afraid, my dear child, that you find life rather 
dull here now your cousins are married and gone 
away." 

Decima was astonished. That any sort of life could 
be considered too dull for her had never occurred to 
her. 

" Oh, no, uncle," she said faintly. 

" Ah, but I know that it is," persisted the earl. " It 
is all very well for me. I like the country, and as far 
as London gayeties go I have had my day. But with a 
young girl it is different. She likes balls, and concerts, 
and to go to the theatre ; and she wants a husband to 
take her about. Now doesn't she ? " 

Decima looked scared. Her uncle, looking at her, 
laughed a little, and scarcely knew how to go on. Her 
bewilderment rather annoyed him. He had never con- 
sidered the girl very bright, but this absolute want of 
feminine perception surpassed even his knowledge of 
her obtuseness. 

" My dear girl," he said a little impatiently, " there 
is nothing to be frightened about. A girl is supposed 
to know by instinct when a man admires her, even when 
he hasn't the courage to say so. There may be circum- 
stances when his position does not justify him in speak- 
ing out his mind at once ; when he may feel, in fact, 
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as in the present instance, that it is better, more re- 
spectful to her natural guardian and — and to herself, of 
course, to ask him, the guardian, to speak for him. 
Now I am your guardian " 

He glanced up at his niece, and stopped. The ex- 
pression of astonishment, of bewilderment, on the girPs 
face, had given place to one in which incredulity was 
mingled with a timid joy. There was in her face that 
radiance of young love felt and returned which makes 
even a plain woman beautiful : and Decima was not so 
much plain as uninteresting to the ordinary observer. 

" Ah ! " cried the earl, delighted to find that the girl 
was not quite so fish-blooded as she had appeared 
to be, " I see you are not quite blind after all. You have 
noticed the devotion of a certain young gentleman ? " 

Decimals breath came quickly, and she lowered her 
eyelids in the guiltiest fashion in the world. 

" Devotion ! " she echoed f alteringly, while a faint, 
happy smile flickered about her lips. " No, uncle, I 
did not know it was that." 

She spoke incredulously still. Her uncle was rather 
touched by the girl's maidenly happiness, and even a 
little surprised by it ; for Newton Rose, although an 
invaluable secretary and a most brilliant young man, 
seemed to him somewhat too metallic a person to be. 
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the object of a girPs first love. And k was first love, 
not satisfied ambition, which he saw in his niece's gray 
eyes. 

" Well, my dear, you see you were too modest. He 
would have spoken to you himself if he had dared. 
But I wonder that you never guessed." 

"Indeed I never did guess, uncle," said Decima, 
in a voice which trembled with happiness. " I never 
dreamed that he would ever dare — or that he ever 
could— Oh ! " This was a soft sigh of delight. " Of 
course I knew how highly you thought of him ; you talk 
so much about him, praising him always. But " 

She hesitated, and stopped. Her uncle was amused 
by her ingenuousness. 

"Well," he said indulgently, "perhaps he would not 
have dared if I had not guessed the little secret and 
taxed him with it. But, as you say, I have never had 
anything but praise for Newton Rose, and as he is cer- 
tain to make his mark in the wond — I of course shall 
help him to do that — I really think, my dear Decima, 
that his offer gives you not only the prospect of a good 
husband, but is really a great chance for you." 

What strange creatures girls are ! thought Lord Llan- 
garren as, glancing again at his niece, he saw that her 
expression had changed again to one of shame, dis- 
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tress, and consternation. He was utterly puzzled. 
His own daughters had not accustomed him to any 
especial complexities of feminine character, but even in 
them he had met with depths of caprice and unreason- 
ableness which he had never been at the trouble to 
fathom. No suspicion of the truth, certainly, crossed 
his mind, but a little impatience at her inconsistency 
appeared in his tone as he asked more coldly : 

" You have no objections to urge on that account, I 
suppose ? " 

" No, uncle," answered Decima. 

" And I may tell him that you graciously con- 
descend to accept him as your husband ? " continued 
Lord Llangarren, in a playful tone in which there was 
a touch of irony. 

" Yes, uncle," answered Decima with a leaden sub- 
missiveness which, contrasting as it did with her evi- 
dent delight at the first intimation of Newton's proposal 
was as mysterious as it was unexpected. 

For how could the poor man guess that his foolish 
niece, unmindful of the position that relationship gave 
her, had for a moment entertained a wild hope that 
Owen Yorath, the handsome young farmer, had sum- 
moned courage to ask humbly for the girl who was in 
the way ? 
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The discovery of the truth, involving unutterable 
shame at her own mistake, overwhelmed the girl with 
anguish and disgust. But the idea of rebellion, or 
objection, or of anything but entire and immediate sub- 
mission, never crossed her mind. Nobody except his 
children had ever thought of thwarting the earl in the 
smallest particular. She was one of those women who 
are nowadays supposed not to exist, but who are still 
common enough, who take quite literally the doctrine 
of man's supremacy, and who never dare to oppose, 
openly at least, the will of the head of the house. So 
poor foolish Decima went languidly away — she hadn't 
spirit enough to run, or to " flee " — to cry her silly little 
heart out over her disappointment, and over the fate 
which was to give her for a husband that horrid, satin- 
headed, satirical Newton Rose. 
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CHAPTER III. 

TAKEN BY SURPRISE. 

It was done : it was over : there was no going back. 
Newton Rose had sought her out, had thanked her in 
neat little speeches for making him " the happiest of 

men " He did really use those words ; and Decima 

had listened, trying feebly to interrupt him, shocked at 
the way in which he was perjuring himself. And he 
had bestowed a frosty little kiss upon her hand, and 
respected her evident disinclination to receive one on 
her face. And then she had broken away, with an in- 
coherent excuse, and hurried, in unspeakable misery, 
into the garden. 

All that was over now, and Newton Rose, to the de- 
light, not only of his JiancSe but of himself, had had to 
go up to London on business for the earl. 

Poor Decima ! What a goose she was ! She never 
thought of going to her uncle, assuring him that her 
future husband was absolutely distasteful to her, and 
imploring him to let her break the engagement ; still 
less did it occur to her to presume herself to dismiss 
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her faint-hearted lover. Her uncle wished it ; there 
was no appeal : she had not even spirit enough to con- 
tradict Miss Mortimer when the old governess told her 
that she ought to think herself a lucky girl. 

" Ought I ? " she said drearily. And she wandered 
away by herself again, wondering whether Miss Morti- 
mer was right. The ex-governess had had an attack 
of influenza just before leaving town, and she had been 
" taking care of herself " ever since, to the great relief 
of her solitary remaining charge. 

This was how it was that Decima, in spite of her 
uncle's dutiful care that she should still be properly 
chaperoned, was left so entirely by herself. The one 
great drawback to this comparative freedom was the 
fact that, while Miss Mortimer was confined to the 
house, Decima, who loved long walks, had to restrict 
herself to wanderings in the grounds. 

Armed, however, by a faint sense of dignity derived 
from her engagement, the girl began, after Newton's 
departure for London, to venture on little expeditions 
outside the park walls, until at last, no one heeding or 
hindering her, she ventured by herself upon long walks, 
exploring the beautiful neighborhood in all directions. 

It was on one of these occasions that, having left the 
road for a mountain-path which soon became little 
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better than a sheep-track, she found herself, when the 
light of the short winter afternoon was waning, in ab- 
solute bewilderment as to which way she ought to go 
to regain the road. She was high up among the hills 
and a long way from home : that was all she knew. 
No track was here visible on the uneven ground. On 
all sides little rugged points, covered with dead, dry 
heather and stunted winter grass, shut her in and im- 
peded her view. She was lost. There was not a hut, 
not even a tree to guide her in her wanderings to and 
fro in search of a way out. In whichever direction she 
went forward, she seemed to come always to the same 
thing — ^broken ground surrounded by more hill-tops. 

Decima was alarmed, perceiving that there was a 
possibility of her having to spend the night on the hills. 
Even then the thought of the cold, hunger and expos- 
ure, which would be her lot, troubled her far less than 
the questions : What would Miss Mortimer say ? 
What would her uncle say ? She would never be al- 
lowed to walk out by herself again. She bore her dis- 
tresses, however, better than a person of a more excit- 
able temperament would have done ; and when at last 
the sound of a human voice reached her ear, she in- 
dulged in no hysterical demonstrations, but made her 
way deliberately and carefully in the direction whence 
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the voice seemed to come. It proved to be that of a 
shepherd, a stolid-looking lad, who, with his collie, was 
driving a stray sheep down the side of the mountain. 
He spoke no English, Decima no Welsh : but as it was 
certain that he must eventually find his way to some 
dwelling, the young lady accompanied him in silence 
over the rough ground, at a pace which tried her pow- 
ers of endurance to the uttermost, unaccustomed as 
she was to such rough walking. 

The barking of dogs, the sound of a woman's voice, 
came suddenly to her ears ; she seemed to fall with a 
dozen steps out of barren solitude into peace, plenty, 
warmth and light, as she found herself standing before 
the farmhouse, which nestled among the hills like a 
nest in the branches of a tree, high out of the beaten 
track of men, and yet sheltered from the fierce storms 
which often swept the hillsides. It had been a place 
of more pretension once, this farmhouse among the 
mountains ; the seat of a great family, whose predatory 
habits had got them into difficulties which ended in 
their downfall. There was little trace of its better 
days about the place, except in the massive stone 
frontage, which extended on either side beyond the 
limits of the farmhouse, and ended on the one side in 
a half-ruinous tower. Additions had been made to the 
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Stone edifice in warm red brick, and the effect, although 
it might have shocked an architect, was rather pleas- 
ing to the mere searcher for the picturesque. 

Decima thought the homestead made the most beau- 
tiful picture she had ever seen. The light streamed 
out from the windows, and dazzled her eyes, which 
were smarting with the cold, and dimmed by the even- 
ing mist. The middle-aged woman standing in the 
massive doorway of the old stone house looked, she 
thought, like the chitelaine of some ancient fortress, 
and she half-expected to hear the cry of " What, ho, 
seneschal ! " as she trod the flagged courtyard. 

The shepherd uttered a few words of explanation to 
his mistress in Welsh, and then shambled off. The 
hostess led her in with most hospitable warmth. She 
was a very dainty-looking person indeed, in her gray 
homespun dress, large white muslin apron, white lace 
cap, and voluminous white muslin shawl, which she 
wore with the ends knotted together on her breast. 
A chitelaine, with keys, thimble and scissors, dangled 
at her side. She led Decima through a wide outer 
hall into a large, cosy kitchen, where a bright fire 
roared up the chimney, and threw red rays on the oak 
settles, the shining plates, and the white cloth which 
covered the table. 

3 
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" My son will be coming in to his tea in a moment," 
she explained, with a glance at the well-spread board. 
" But if you will wait here for a few minutes, and warm 
yourself, I will have a fire in the best parlor immedi- 
ately, and youll be able to rest as long as you like 
undisturbed. There's a comfortable sofa there," she 
added, with complacent, housewifely pride. 

But Decima protested that she would much rather 
stay where she was. 

" If," she went on modestly, " I shall not be in the 
way ? " 

As she uttered these few words, the face of her 
hostess underwent a rapid change. She gazed in the 
girl's face with eyes full of surprise and delight. 

" Oh, ma'am," she cried, " I'm sure I can't be mis- 
taken ; there is something in the voice. You are one 
of the young ladies from Llangarren House ! The 
earl's niece ? That's it ? " 

Decima smiled assent. There was no need for her 
to do more, for the old lady's tongue began to run on 
again in great excitement. 

" Then I won't offer you any better room than this," 
she said, decidedly. " Lady Sybil and Lady Agatha 
would never sit anywhere but here when they honored 
me with a visit. You see, I know that to gentlefolk, 
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like you, ma*am, a best parlor is but a best parlor after 
all, and a very poor imitation of the real thing. But a 
farmhouse kitchen is real, and you will like it better 
than any sham of grander things." 

Decima assented again, smiling with a warm feeling 
of pleasure such as she had not known for months. 
The warmth and comfort of the great fire, the excited 
welcome of her hostess, whose manners had gained 
refinement and dignity from long and intimate associa- 
tion with her social superiors, seemed to pour a com- 
forting balm into the girPs heart, which had been aching 
wearily for some time. She received her hostess's 
attentions with a modest gratitude which flattered and 
delighted the old lady, and willingly took off her hat 
and cloak, in order that she might sit by the fire more 
at her ease. 

Bountifully as the board was spread, the good house- 
wife was not satisfied. Special arrangements must be 
made, larders must be ransacked, to do honor to a guest 
from Llangarren House. With a murmured apology, 
Decimals active hostess left the room. 

The girl leaned back in the great wooden arm-chair, 
and settled herself with a sigh of relief. Crossing her 
feet in front of her, she stared into the heart of the 
great peat fire, and wished that this one moment ol | 
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ease and happiness might last forever. The very next 
moment her peace was broken. A man's step on the 
stone-flagged hall made her draw her feet in, and look 
round : it was the young farmer himself, the son of 
whom her hostess had spoken. He came quickly into 
the room, but stopped short on seeing who the visitor 
was. Decima, for her part, said simply, in a con- 
strained, strangled voice : 

" How do you do ? " 

For the young farmer was Owen Yorath. She might 
have guessed, from what she had heard about his par- 
entage, that it would be he ; but she had not done so. 
And now, her dreamy bliss by the fire destroyed, she 
sat shivering with excitement and with fear ; for the 
pleasure she took in this man's company filled her 
with a sense of guilt and shame. 

" It is an honor to have you here. Miss Wyastone," 
said the young man, very shyly, taking reverently and 
dropping immediately the hand which she very timidly 
held out to him. " I'm afraid you're cold. Let me 
shut the door." 

Decima protested faintly. She did not want to be 
shut into the room with him, he and she like that beside 
the fire. But when he came back, and drew up a 
wooden stool for himself, and began to break up the 
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smouldering peat, and to look up shyly at her as he did 
so, just talking about the weather, and the roads, and 
the prospects of the sheep, she gave herself up to the 
intoxicating pleasure of the moment, and said, " Yes, 
indeed ! " and, " Oh, no, Mr. Yorath ! " with all the 
fervor of a happiness which was as new to her as it 
was boundless. 

When Mrs. Yorath came in with a jar of preserved 
ginger in one hand, and a dish of French bon-bons in 
the other, the ungrateful young people by the fire felt 
as if a thunder-clap had driven them out of Paradise. 

" What, Owen, you are in ? " cried the old lady in 
surprise. " Do you know that we have the honor to 
entertain Lord Llangarren's niece ? " 

" Yes, mother," said he, very quietly, as he drew a 
chair to the table for their guest, ** I have seen Miss 
Wyastone in the grounds at the House." 

Both he and the young lady blushed a little as he 
said these words ; but as Mrs. Yorath would as soon 
have thought her son capable of blowing Windsor 
Castle up with dynamite as of raising his eyes, except 
with the abject humility of serfdom, to the face of a 
lady from the great House, she noticed none of these 
things. She did not see, good soul, that her reminis- 
cences of life in the earl's household jarred upon both 
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her hearers ; that her humble hopes that Lady Sybil and 
Lady Agatha were well, and that they had not quite 
forgotten their old nurse, awoke no interest in either of 
them. Both son and guest disappointed her by eating 
very little. Decima found herself obliged, to avoid 
breaking the poor old lady's heart, to eat sweets until 
her teeth ached. 

" They are from Paris," poor Mrs. Yorath urged 
piteously, in extenuation of her desire that Decima 
should eat about four times as many as she wanted. 
" Really from Paris ; Lady Agatha brought them. She 
doesn't forget me. No great lady forgets her old ser- 
vants. I wouldn't offer them to you if they came from 
these parts.'* 

And then when Owen, with a good-humored twinkle 
in his eye, passed the bon-bons to her again with a 
mute request that she should please his mother if she 
could, Decima had to submit with the best grace in 
the world, and to swallow sickly fondants until her 
very soul rose in revolt. 

Even with these drawbacks Decima, though she bore 
her happiness silently, enjoyed this farm-house tea as 
she had never enjoyed any repast before. As for Mrs. 
Yorath, finding that she had an audience as little in- 
clined to interrupt her as a bishop's congregation, she 
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could have prattled on forever, and had quite another 
hour's reminiscences to inflict upon her hearers when 
there was a knock at the room door. 

" It's Ben, I expect," cried the good housewife, 
jumping up from her chair with alacrity. " You'll ex- 
cuse me a moment, ma'am, won't you ? " she went 
on, turning to Decima. " His mother is ill, and I prom- 
ised him some soup to take to her." 

At this moment, tired of waiting, Ben slowly opened 
the door, put his head round it, and nodded to his 
mistress with an unintelligible remark. Ben was the 
gentleman who had escorted Decima to this place of 
refuge, and she shed a smile of gratitude on his blank 
purplish countenance. 

As soon as Mrs. Yorath had disappeared, with Ben, 
shutting the door as she went out, both the young 
people she left behind involuntarily heaved a deep 
sigh, and then, each catching the eye of the other, 
both laughed. Decima stopped herself immediately, 
and looked shyly down at her plate ; but Owen, who 
was getting more at his ease, laughed a little longer and 
made apologies. 

" My mother is the best woman 1 know," he said 
simply, " but she does like a good talk, when she gets 
the chance. The earl, and the countess too before 
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she died, were very good to her, and though she's a 
very good Protestant, she certainly worships two saints 
in a private calendar of her own. Shall we roast some 
chestnuts ? " 

Decima rose and returned to. the fire. 

" You'll be too high on that chair," suggested Owen, 
offering her the stool upon which he had himself pre- 
viously sat. 

So she took the stool, and he knelt beside her on 
the hearthrug. And she handed him the chestnuts one 
by one, choosing out, at his suggestion, such of them 
as had a nice flat side to be put down upon ; then he 
made two slits in each, and found out a place to roast 
them in. Then they watched them and turned them, 
not talking much, but with an occasional laugh at the 
huge joke when one of the chestnuts jumped out of 
the fire in spite of their precautions. 

" My little horse Prince has gone lame," said Owen 
presently. " I rode him into Hereford the other day, 
and he got a stone in his foot on the way back. You 
remember Prince, don't you ? " 

He looked at her, and Decima met his eyes, just for 
one moment. Yes, she remembered Prince. 

" If it had only been summer time," Owen went 
on, '' I should have liked to ask you to come and sec 
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him in his stable. And my other beasts. You like 
animals." 

Decima looked at him in grave, startled astonish- 
ment. 

" How do you know that ? " said she. 

" By the way you spoke to Prince," replied Owen 
promptly. ** There's a girl that comes here — she pre- 
tends to be very fond of animals, and she trots me 
round and round till I*m tired, tickling the nose of one 
poor brute, and digging the ribs of another, and holding 
carrots to the horses without noticing whether they 
are within reach or not. And all the time she keeps 
saying : * Oh I do so love the dear beasties, Mr. 
Yorath ! ' And if they were all being burnt alive in 
the bam, she wouldn't get out of bed to open the door 
for them ! " 

Decima laughed at his mimicry of the girl's tones, 
but then suggested gently : 

" Perhaps she belongs to a big, merry family. I think 
it is only the lonely ones that get so very fond of 
animals : take an old maid with her cat and her parrot 
for example ; she wants someone to look up to her and 
be grateful to her, and she gets these pleasures as 
cheaply as she can. I can understand that so well." 

" Not from a fellow feeling surely ? " suggested 
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Owen, glancing up in her face with a grave mouth but 
with a gleam of mingled sentiment and mischief in his 
eyes. 

The effect of his innocent words was instantaneous 
and dire. Poor Decima, thus suddenly called to a 
remembrance of her fate, looked miserable and fright- 
ened. Not unnaturally, Owen misread the reason. 
Had she not just complained of loneliness ? He looked 
into the fire, and laughed a little low, soft laugh of 
sympathetic amusement. 

" That fate — the cat and the parrot — is not for you, 
I am very sure. Miss Wyastone." 

A short, sharp exclamation, like a groan stifled in its 
birth, burst from poor Decimals lips. 

" No ! " she exclaimed bitterly. And then she added, 
in the lowest, saddest whisper he had ever heard : " I 
wish it were I " 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THE ICE GROWS THIN. 



Owen Yorath was so much startled by the young 
lady*s words, that, changing his attitude so that he 
knelt on one knee and clasped the other with his hands, 
he stared at her in blank amazement and forgot to 
be shy. 

** You — wish — it — ^were ! *' 

Decima grew crimson, and played nervously with 
the folds of her gown. 

" I mean that — ^that — well, that I am afraid I shall 
be scarcely a dignified enough wife for the gentleman I 
am going to marry," said she, trying to speak lightly, 
yet conscious that her explanation was awkward and 
that it would have been better unmade. 

There was a pause, and when Owen spoke again 
there waSy without his knowledge and in spite of all hi^ 
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efforts, an unmistakable change in his tone. He had 
become more distant, and more cold. 

•* I am sure, madam, that you do yourself injustice. 
You seem to me," and again his tone grew a little 
warmer, " as dignified as a princess." 

Decima turned her head in unfeigned astonishment. 

" Oh, surely you don*t mean that ! " 

He glanced up at her shyly, and again looked sol- 
emnly into the fire. 

" Indeed I do." 

Then both remained silent until the door suddenly 
opened to admit Mrs. Yorath. 

She had come full of apologies, poor lady, for having 
remained away so long : but her first glance at the two 
figures by the fire not only checked the words on her 
lips, but filled her with vague alarm. Her son, instead 
of being seated stiffly on the very edge of the hardest 
and straightest chair, with his knees square before him, 
as he should have been in the presence of the earl's 
niece ; instead of lounging about in remote corners of 
the room with an expression of hopeless boredom on 
his face, as he did when any of the neighbors' daugh- 
ters came to tea, was huddled up there on the hearth- 
rug in exactly the attitude of a young man who is ut- 
terly rapt and absorbed in a young woman ! Of course 
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Y was only her idle fancy, so Mrs. Yorath told herself, 
which made her put so evil a construction upon the 
movements of her own dear boy, who jumped up duti- 
fully at her entrance : but the momentary fright put a 
little acerbity into her tone as she addressed him. 

" Have you forgotten the horses, Owen ? " she asked. 
" Sam's been expecting you at the stables this half-hour." 

" All right, mother. But there's one thing weVe 
been forgetting — How is Miss Wyastone to get home ? 
There's nothing but the gig, and it will be very cold in 
that on a " 

"The gig! Not* to be thought of!" interrupted 
Mrs. Yorath tartly. " There's the covered cart ; Miss 
Wyastone and I will sit in the back, and you — No, Sam 
can drive us." 

Owen stood very quietly by the table ; but Decima, 
who observed with much distress that there was a little 
friction between mother and son, without guessing the 
cause, noticed a continuous rapid movement of his 
right foot on the floor, and jumped to the conclusion 
that he would carry his point, whatever it was. 

" The cart is at the wheelwright's, mother," he said 
in a very low voice. " And of course I shouldn't allow 
Sam to drive the new bay, unless Miss Wyastone is 
prepared to risk being thrown out on her head." 
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Here again, it seemed to poor Mrs. Yorath, there was 
a tone of undue levity in the very suggestion that the 
earPs niece could be thrown out on her head. She 
tightened her lips in disapproval, but at the same time 
she looked perplexed. Saying that he was going to the 
stables, Owen prevented any further discussion by leav- 
ing the room. The wily old lady made good use of 
the chance thus accorded her of speaking to Miss 
Wyastone about her son's prospects. With the desire 
to lay stress upon the difference in rank between them, 
Mrs. Yorath would have remained standing while she 
talked to Decima ; but the girl drew her gently down 
into the arm-chair by her side. 

" He's a headstrong lad, that boy of mine ! " the old 
lady began, shaking her head, and trying vainly to let 
her vexation dominate her pride in her son. " He 
thinks, no doubt, that it wouldn't be doing you enough 
honor, as the earl's niece, to let you be driven back 
by the stable-lad. But I'm quite sure, when you know 
how early my poor boy will have to get up to-morrow 
morning to go to market, you will excuse him. the long 
drive to Llangarren House to-night. You see you came 
a shorter way by the path among the hills, but by road 
it's a good nine miles, and a rough road too, a good 
part of the way." 
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" Oh, certainly," cried Decima at once. " I am only 
so sorry to have to trouble you to drive me back at all. 
If it had only been daylight I would have walked back." 

The humility and distress in this modest little speech 
made Mrs. Yorath uncomfortable. Still she had some- 
thing to say, and she must get round to the point as 
best she could before her son's return. 

" No, ma'am, don't say that, if you please," she en- 
treated with some dignity. " We are delighted, I am 
more than delighted at the honor you have done us in 
passing an hour under our roof. When Lady Sybil 
and Lady Agatha came here last, just before they were 
married, I said to them, * Ah, your ladyships, it will be 
a long time before a great lady condescends to visit my 
humble home again ! ' But you see I have been luckier 
than I expected." 

" Oh, you don't call me a great lady, do you ? " 
laughed Decima. 

Mrs. Yorath rejoined with great promptitude : 

"Of course I do, ma'am. No niece of Lord Llan- 
garren's can be anything but a great lady, even if she 
wished." 

" I certainly don't wish it," answered Decima, smil- 
ing at what she thought was the old lady's sim- 
plicity. 
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But the astute dame looked at the fire and sighed 

" And I thank my good fortune that you came when 
you did, ma'am ; for next summer there will be a new 
mistress at Kerne Court, so that if you had come six 
months later I might not have been here to have the 
honor of receiving you." 

Now these words contained a sharp sting for Decima, 
just as the announcement of her engagement had con- 
tained one for Owen. But simple as she was, she had 
the young girl's astuteness in concealing little heart- 
wounds, and being protected by the uncertain glow 
of the fire from betraying herself by a change of color, 
she came bravely through, and answered without ap- 
parent emotion. 

" Indeed ! But will he let you leave the farm when 
he marries ? " 

Mrs. Yorath was defeated. For the very suggestion 
moved her so much, in spite of herself, that she had to 
wipe away a tear from each eye instead of keeping 
watch on her companion. She was touched by the 
girl's question. 

" I shan't ask him, my dear," she said mournfully. 
" For he would say * Stay,' and maybe I should be 
weak enough to give in, and I should just spoil the 
opening of their lives and the ending of my own, and 
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all without meaning it. No, a young couple must 
begin life together by themselves." 

" Do you like her ? Is she a nice girl ? " asked 
Decima with interest, and with a pang of some more 
disquieting feeling. 

" Yes, my dear," answered Mrs. Yorath, who dropped 
from the distant " ma'am " to the affectionate " my dear " 
when she forgot herself, " she's a very superior girl 
indeed, quite the lady ; not one that would have had 
anybody. In fact they said she looked higher than a 
farmer, though she's a farmer's daughter herself. But 
Mr. Thomas has always kept his daughters in grand 
style, and maybe Gladys will think Kerne Court rather 
homely when she first comes here, after what she's 
been accustomed to." 

" She won't have much taste if she isn't perfectly 
satisfied ! " Decima suddenly plucked up spirit to say. 

In spite of herself, Mrs. Yorath suffered her face to 
expand with a beaming smile, for she heard her own 
private sentiments emphatically expressed. It was 
fortunate for her consistency that at that moment her 
son's entrance interrupted the conversation. 

He was dressed in a long, light driving-coat, and 

held his hat and a pair of driving-gloves in his hand. 

Decima glanced at him in shy admiration ; he loak^^ 

4 



so 



A SHOCK TO SOCIETY, 



SO " nice," " nicer " than any man she had ever seen, she 
thought. 

" It sounds inhospitable to hurry you. Miss Wya* 
stone," he said, " but we're going to have some snow, 
and if you wait till it has come down, you may be 
detained longer than you would bargain for." 

Poor Mrs. Yorath's face showed the struggle which 
was going on between her pride in her son and her 
fear of his fascinations. There was no help for it now, 
however. He was used to having his own way, and he 
had got it: the gig was waiting in the yard. She 
hurried Decima away, therefore, to put on her hat and 
cloak, and supplemented this equipment by a huge 
grandmotherly Paisley shawl, in which she fastened her 
up with the most reverent care. Decima laughed, but 
was touched by her kindness. 

" Why," she said, " I never had so much care taken 
of me before. And I never shall again unless I come 
back to Kerne Court." 

It was in the hall that she uttered these words, which 
shocked both her hearers instead of amusing them. 
For something in the girl's tone told them that there 
was a grain of truth in her jesting. Indeed the girl 
had tears in her eyes when she slid her arms, not 
without difficulty, from under her wraps, round the 
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good housewife*s neck, and thanked her in a tremulous 
voice for her kindness. Then she ran out into the 
courtyard and mounted into the gig ; and Owen, after 
receiving a few words of admonition from his mother, 
took his place beside her, and they drove away, out of 
the oasis of warmth and light and cheery voices, on to 
the bleak mountain road. It was very dark, and 
Owen had to drive carefully along the rough cart- 
track. 

" You mustn't mind getting jolted a little until we 
get to the high-road," he said presently, " for you are 
really quite safe. You know," he went on presently in 
a lower voice, " I shouldn't dare to let anything happen 
to you, lest the gentleman who is going to marry you 
should come and put a bullet through me for my care- 
lessness." 

" Oh, he wouldn't take that trouble ! " exclaimed 
Decima, promptly ; and she indiscreetly added : "If 
he did, perhaps Miss Thomas would put a bullet 
through him ! " 

" Miss Thomas ! What, has my mother got that girl 
Gladys still in her head ? " he exclaimed, in a tone of 
lofty contempt. 

" She seemed to think the girl was running in your 
head. And she said she would soon have to retvx^ \:a. 
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favor ot a new mistress at Kerne Court. But you 
wouldn*t allow that, would you ? " 

" Yes, I should," answered Owen decidedly. " It 
only takes one woman to rule a man ; I don't know 
what two would do with him ! So when I marry, 
mother's quite right, she must go." 

" It seems rather hard, doesn't it, after so many 
years ? " 

Owen drove on for a little while without answering. 
They had dropped, these two young people, insensibly 
to a comfortable, friendly footing, on which they could 
discuss interesting subjects, such as love and marriage 
in a quiet, matter-of-fact, sensible fashion. Of course 
it was because, in the very nature of things, the one 
could never be anything to the other ; yet was this 
hard knowledge so gently tempered by the attraction 
each felt for the other that it is difficult to imagine the 
circumstances in which they would have enjoyed each 
other's society more. 

When at last Owen replied, therefore, to the young 
lady's question, it was with a nod of absolute con- 
fidence. 

" Well, the old must make way for the young, and 
we shall have to do it in our turn. And there's plenty 
of time. I did think, once, that I should like to marry 
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young and settle down, but, as one gets older," here 
he assumed quite a patriarchal air, " one goes about, 
and sees the world a bit, and one gets too particular. 
I used to think the Thomas girls, for instance, quite 
grand people, and above me. Now I see that they're 
just half-educated girls, who have lost the simplicity of 
my old mother, without getting the refinement of the 
people they copy. They think it vulgar to talk about 
the kitchen and the dairy, while their singing and pla))B- 
ing set one's teeth on edge. I hate music/* wound up 
the young farmer, emphatically. 

" Do you ? " cried Decima in surprise, and in evident 
disappointment. " It's almost the only thing I care 
about." 

" I should like your music, I'm sure," said Owen, 
simply. 

" Oh, I don't play myself, at least — not well." 

There was a long silence, and Owen began to wonder 
whether he had said just a word too much, and offended 
her. Suddenly a low cry from her startled him. Her 
eyes were fixed upon a faint point of light which they 
could see in the distance between two hills. 

*'Oh," she cried, "isn't that Llangarren House — 
already ? " 

Owen, taken by surprise, felt a curious sensation a$ 
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of a sudden tightening about the heart. He answered 
guardedly, afraid of awakening in her a sense of her 
charming indiscretion. 

" It's a long way off yet," he said. " You see, w^re 
driving slowly, ^^ 

He said it so beautifully that her modesty never took 
fright, and she never guessed what emotions her inno- 
cent remark had suddenly disturbed in him. Her total 
lack of artificiality fascinated him : for, paradoxical as 
it may seem, among the country-bred girls of his own 
class not one ever spoke to him but with a mincing 
tone or some transparent affectation of manner. He 
began to feel, inexperienced as he was, that this was 
the only true woman he had ever known, the only one 
he ever should know, and his heart began to beat fast 
when he thought that these might be the last minutes 
he should ever pass by her side. At any rate, he could 
never hope for such a long, unrestrained interview with 
her again. He dared not rein in the horse to still 
slower pace, for fear she should notice it, and for fear, 
too, that she would suffer from long exposure to the 
cold, which was intense. He thought that she shivered, 
and, stooping quickly to look into her face, he asked if 
she felt the wind too much. 

<* Oh, no," said she, " I was only thinking." 
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" Thinking ? " 

" Yes. Whether Mr. Rose will be back from Lon- 
don to-night.** 

Her tone only told him that she was not eager for 
the event, so that he rejoined without any idea of the 
indiscretion he was committing. 

" Newton Rose, his lordship's secretary ? I hate 
that man ! " 

" So do I." 

The words were out of her mouth before she knew 
it, and when once they were uttered there was nothing 
left to do but to sit and gasp at her own idiocy. She 
forgot that her companion was ignorant of the fact that 
the secretary was hex JiancS^ and she began unfortu- 
nately to excuse herself. 

" I don't mean exactly hate,** she said, when she had 
recovered the power of speech ; ** no, of course I don't 
mean that *' 

*' Don't you ? I do. I have seen a good deal of him, 
for he's nearly always in the room when I see his lord- 
ship. And it seems to me that he's a little, cunning, 
selfish fellow, who doesn't care two straws about any- 
thing or anyone but himself. Isn't your opinion of 
him something like that ? *' 

**Well, but,*' said poor Decima piteously, "one 
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mustn't think that of the man one's going ta 
marry! " 

Owen was so much startled that he gave the reins a 
pull, and the horse stopped. 

** You going to marry Newton Rose, you ? " 

Decima answered by a frank sob. Owen whipped up 
the horse ; he dared not trust himself to say any more. 
They drew quickly near the park gates, which they 
reached just as a few flakes of snow began to fall 
lightly against their faces. 

** We're going to have a lot of snow before this win- 
ter's over," said Owen at last in a hoarse, constrained 
voice. ** I know some of the signs now, and it will be 
one of the severest seasons in our time. I'm dreading 
what's in store for my poor sheep and the lambs ! " 

** The lambs ! Poor little things ! " said Decima in 
a tremulous voice, trying to take an interest in some 
subject pleasanter than Newton Rose. 

** Poor — little — ^thing ! " echoed Owen with a tender 
inflection. 

They went up the long drive in silence and drew up 
before the great stone portico at the front of the house. 
Owen got down ; but being in no hurry to ring the bell, 
he came round the gig to her side to ask if she was 
cold. She rose stiffly as he spoke. *' Oh, yes," said 
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she. " I didn't know how cold I was. I can scarcely 
stand upon my feet." 

Owen held up a pair of strong arms. 

" Let me lift you down," he said almost in a whisper. 
" I won't let you fall." 

She let him. 

Then, as she tried to stand, she tottered, her feet 
being benumbed by the cold. And Owen, who had 
ejcpected this, very kindly assisted her again, half-sup- 
porting, half carrying her to the door. Then for one 
moment he hesitated, still without attempting to ring 
the bell. Suddenly making up his mind, he bent down, 
and said in a low voice : 

** You forgive me ? I didn't know, you know." 

Decima burst into tears. He was distracted. 

" Oh, is it what I have said ? I shall never forgive 
myself if it is ! Say it isn't that, say you forgive me, 
for pity's sake. Miss Wyastone, do, do." 

Decima drew herself together, and answered with a 
choking sob. 

" I do forgive you if there's anything to forgive, 
certainly I do." 

Then with an impulse of feverish energy she herself 
seized the bell-handle, and pulled so sharply that the 
hall echoed with a loud clang. Then she turned to 
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Owen and without another word, but with the gentlest 
of smiles through overflowing eyes, held out her hand 
to him. 

The smile, the tears, the drooping, forlorn-looking 
figure, the ungloved hand looking so white and delicate 
in the faint light from the lamp above intoxicated the 
young man. He forgot that he was only a farmer, and 
that she was the earPs niece ; he forgot that she was to 
be the wife of Newton Rose, and that Gladys Thomas 
expected to be the mistress of Kerne Court ; he for- 
got everything but that he stood there alone in the pres- 
ence of the fairest woman he had ever seen, the sweet- 
est, the most all-attractive. Stooping quickly over the 
hand she held out to him, thrilled through and through 
by the touch of the soft fingers, he covered it with kisses. 
He did not know whether she tried to withdraw it ; he 
did not know whether he dropped it, or whether she 
ended by snatching it from him. He only knew that 
a few moments later he stood panting, shaking from 
head to foot, by his horse's head, that the door of 
Llangarren House had opened, and that the gracious 
woman who had unwittingly intoxicated him had dis- 
appeared from his sight in a sudden burst of warmth 
and light. 
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A M A I D E N'S way. 



Decima passed the next few days in tortures of 
humiliation and reriiorse. She felt that she had dis- 
graced herself beyond recall. What must the young 
farmer think of a girl who, occupying the almost divine 
eminence afforded by her relationship to Lord Llan- 
garren, had so far forgotten the reticence of a gentle- 
woman as to confess her distaste for her fiand to 
another man, and Oh, shame of shames ! to allow that 
other man to condole with her, and even to kiss her 
hand ? What if Newton Rose were a detestable prig, 
and the most neglectful of lovers? Was he not the 
earPs special favorite and protigi and was not her 
engagement of the earl's own making ? She wished 
with all her power of wishing that something would 
happen to take her away, even if it were her marriage 
with Newton Rose, so that she might never come face 
to face with Owen Yorath again. 

In the meantime Christmas was approaching, and 
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with it two events to which Decima looked forward with 
dread. Two days before Christmas Newton Rose was 
coming back from town, and on Christmas-eve there 
would be the tenants' ball, from which she would not 
dare to absent herself, and at which she would certainly 
have to meet the young farmer. 

Her meeting with her fiand came about rather 
strangely. Decima was passing, ready dressed for 
dinner, down a corridor in which there was a lighted 
recess containing a settee, invitingly placed under a large 
palm. Decimals languid steps were always noiseless, so 
that Newton Rose, who was leaning back comfortably, 
with his legs crossed, reading a letter, in an attitude of 
self-indulgent abandonment unusual with him, was 
caught in the very act of pressing the letter to his lips. 

Now no man kisses a letter from another man, and 
Decima never wrote to her fiand^ so that his action 
was clearly a guilty one. No feeling of jealousy, how- 
ever, disturbed her peace as he hastily put the letter 
away, and sprang up with a clock-work affectation of 
eagerness to meet her. 

" I have been longing for this moment, Decima ! " he 
said, with due effusion. 

" Have you ? " said she, not in doubt or inquiry, but 
because she must say something. 
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" It seems like a year since I saw you last," he went 
on, pushing the guilty letter a little further down into his 
pocket. " I only wish I could think I have been as 
much in your mind as you have been in mine." 

" Did you have a good journey down ? " asked Decima, 
to show him that he had made enough of the regu- 
lation pretty speeches. 

" Yes, not bad." He picked up a Russian leather case 
of the size and shape to contain a bracelet, and offered 
it to her with much assumption of humility. It had 
been lying beside him on the sofa, and it occurred 
to Decima that the presentation of it to her was an 
afterthought, bom of his slight confusion on her ap- 
pearance, and consequent inability adequately to sustain 
the conversation. " I hope that you will do me the 
honor to accept this little souvenir as a — as a Christ- 
mas present. It will help to remind you of our — our 
engagement when I am away." 

" You need not have given me a Christmas present, 
and I am not likely to forget," said Decima. 

Then suddenly a deep blush overspread her face as 
it occurred to her that on one recent occasion she had 
forgotten it. 

She took the case away with her, and without con- 
descending to open it, pushed it down into the recesses 
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of the Canterbury which held her music as s66n as she 
reached the drawing-room. She did not want to have 
presents from him, and this was the readiest way of 
disposing of the unwanted gift. 

As for her lover, he now felt that he had done his 
duty, and relieved from further attention by the lady s 
marked indifference, he thereupon gave himself up to 
attendance on the earl himself just in the old way, 
and he and Decima did not exchange another dozen 
words in the course of the evening. 

The following day was that of the tenants* ball, an 
annual function in which the radical earl took a spe- 
cial interest so that it had become one of the chief 
bulwarks of his popularity. In past years his daughters 
had been at home, and he and they had danced vigor- 
ously through the whole evening. There was a little 
fear abroad, as he knew, that the absence of the high- 
spirited, unaffected young ladies would have a serious 
effect upon the general enjoyment, and Decima had re- 
ceived a special hint from her uncle to be as lively as 
she could. It was like recommending a condemned 
felon to walk to the gallows with a cheerful spirit. 

Not feeling very confident of his niece's powers as a 
hostess. Lord Llangarren had obtained the services, 
for the occasion, of a widowed relative, one Lady Hester 
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Trelleck, whose conventional manners, however, were 
but a poor substitute, in the eyes of the tenants, for 
the geniality and heartiness of Lady Agatha and Lady 
Sybil. 

Poor Lord Llangarren had to work hard to counter- 
act the chilling effects of Lady Hester's graciousness : 
though to do her justice, Decima, with soft voice and 
pleasant smile, was a greater success than he had ex- 
pected. But then she lacked the tact, the quick eye of 
his daughters ; so thought the earl, as he noticed that 
she talked so long to old Mrs. Yorath, when that good 
lady came up for her greeting, that she overlooked 
Mrs. Yorath's son altogether ; and the handsome young 
farmer had to pass on without receiving so much as a 
bow, while she held out her hand in graceful courtesy 
to the next comers. 

But Decima was not so short-sighted as he imagined. 

The earl was much annoyed by what he supposed 
to be his niece's stupidity, for he saw his favorite, 
Owen Yorath, turn crimson with mortification on seeing 
himself overlooked. He was, however, too busy 
shaking hands with his guests to go at once to reprove 
Decima. 

It was a curious sight, this ballroom in the wilds of 
Wales, where those few of the men who had a dress suit 
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made a point of wearing it, while the many who had 
none were content with their best clothes, and presented 
rather a motley appearance. For the most part, though, 
these latter had the advantage of their smarter fellows, 
who were a little too rustic in type to look well in their 
unaccustomed habiliments. 

Among the ladies the same diversity prevailed, some 
being in light stuff dresses, high in the neck and long 
in the sleeves, while the matrons, almost to a woman, 
were in black silk, with a large gold brooch, and some 
of the young ones wore the most correct of ball-dresses. 

Of this last contingent, the most striking represen- 
tatives were two bouncing girls, with red cheeks and 
light hair, whose somewhat brawny arms were swathed 
in long Swedish kid gloves, while their buxom beauty 
was shown off by low-necked dresses of black tarlatan. 
Rather fortunately for their appearance, the Misses 
Thomas were in slight mourning. Unfortunately for 
them, their attendant cavaliers did not bear the garb 
of fashion quite so well. A pudgy little man with a 
decidedly undistinguished nose and hands which had 
only too obviously guided the plough at an early period 
of his history, does not look his best in white shirt front 
and black swallow-tail : while a raw-boned youth of 
six feet three, with sandy hair and no eyelashes, and 
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feet of an abnormal size, finds the ordeal equally trying. 
In the effort to show one's self superior to one's neigh- 
bors, however, all things must be cheerfully borne, and 
the Thomases, especially the female portion, considered 
themselves the link between the earl on the one hand 
and the best people present on the other. 

Decimals heart seemed to give a bound when " Miss 
Gladys Thomas " was announced, and when the hand- 
somer of the two buxom girls shook hands with her 
with a rather awkward copy of the modem elevated 
hand-shake, Decima felt a sharp twinge of some strong 
new emotion which was, though she did not know it, 
no other than jealousy. She went on shaking hands 
with the new arrivals as they trooped in, but she had 
an eye all the time for that girl in black tarlatan, the 
one with the reddest cheeks and the lightest hair. It 
was hair, indeed, as Decima had to acknowledge, for 
which a London beauty would have given half she 
possessed. Even in the wilds of Wales the untutored 
male has the capacity for recognizing female beauty ; 
and the eyes of the men, not excepting those of Decimals 
fiand, Newton Rose, followed Gladys of the magnifi- 
cent proportions with open admiration. 

Miss Thomas was speedily surrounded by a bevy 
of admirers, all eager for a dance with her. Decima^ 

S 
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watching the movements of the group without appear- 
ing to do so, saw that Newton Rose and Owen Yorath 
were foremost in the throng of would-be partners, and 
that there was a hot contest going on between them as 
to which of them should have the next dance. Newton 
Rose's anxiety was a little overdone ; but he evidently 
knew how to adapt himself to the occasion, for the 
yoimg lady was delighted ; and although she decided 
in favor of Owen Yorath, she gave a gracious smile to 
the earl's secretary, and allowed him to write his name 
on her programme in more than one place. There was 
no fashionable unpunctuality about these country 
guests, so that most of them had arrived before the 
dancing began. Decima, therefore, had now ample 
time to let herself be miserable, as she and Lady Hes- 
ter found their task growing light. She could see that, 
while far less persistent in his advances to the beauty, 
Owen Yorath was very much more in earnest than his 
rival, and the jealous girl thought that Gladys Thomas 
seemeJfl proud of her partner, although he was not in 
evening dress, but in a light suit which Decima decided 
was the most becoming masculine attire she had ever 
seen. He seemed devoted to his partner, and never 
even glanced in the direction of the earl's niece. 
Now although foolish Decima had hoped, or believed 
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she hoped, that the young farmer had forgotten every 
word and every incident of their last meeting, she 
found this complete realization of those hopes unsatis- 
factory in the highest degree. Her cheeks burned at 
the thought that he was just a male flirt, unable to 
resist the temptation to make love to every woman he 
met, of whatever degree, and that she. Miss Wyastone 
of Llangarren House, had simply taken her place in 
his mind as one of the series of girls in whose hearts 
he had managed to arouse a sentimental interest. 

And now it was that Lady Sybil and Lady Agatha 
began to be really missed. For Decima, who had 
begun the evening well by resolving to dance with any 
sturdy farmer who summoned courage to ask her, felt 
too heart-sick for such frivolity. The reception of the 
guests being now at an end, and Lady Hester seating 
herself near the door in case any late arrivals should 
still drop in, Decima thought that she might fairly steal 
away. Accordingly, she withdrew into a raised recess 
where sat a few stout farmers' wives, wallflowef^ per- 
force, though neither their age nor their size would 
have kept them from the dance if partners had pre- 
sented themselves. These good ladies were delighted 
at Miss Wyastone's appearance among them ; and they 
hastened to pour into her ears such a torrent of small 
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talk, a strong Welsh accent making most of their re- 
marks almost unintelligible, that the poor girl became 
bewildered, and created some offence by her inability 
to answer more than one question in half a dozen. 

A voice, clearer and better modulated than the rest, 
spoke presently in her ear. 

" I hope you were none the worse for your cold 
drive back from Kerne Court, ma'am, the other 
night ? " 

Decima turned with a start, and a deep blush rose 
in her face. 

"Oh no, oh no, thank you," answered she with a 
start. 

" I was so much worried about you that I couldn't 
sit down until Owen came back," went on the old lady. 
" My heart regularly leaped up when I heard him drive 
singing into the yard, and I knew you had got back 
safely." 

Singing into the yard! Proud, no doubt, of the 
impression he flattered himself he had made upon a 
lady from the great house ! Crimson with mortifica- 
tion, Decima lowered her eyes to the ground, while the 
proud and happy old mother babbled on. -. 

" It's all coming right ! Just as I wanted ! " . she 
whispered in a tone of delight. " Look there, ma^am. 
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Don't they look as if they were made for each other ? 
He's no lover to be ashamed of, even by such as 
Gladys Thomas, I flatter myself, for all her fine clothes ! 
What do you think, ma'am ? " 

Decima raised her head slowly, and with that con- 
straint which so often made her appear haughty when 
she was only awkward, let her glance rest for one 
moment upon the pair, withdrawing it instantly with a 
bend of the neck. 

" Your son looks quite as well as anyone in the room, 
Mrs. Yorath," she answered, in a voice which she had 
succeeded so well in making cold and indifferent that 
Mrs. Yorath feared she had taken a liberty. 

" Of course, ma'am, you can't be expected to notice 
such things," she said humbly. 

And Decima, with a little deprecatory laugh, moved 
away, having succeeded in conveying an impression 
exactly opposite to that which she felt. 

As the evening wore on, she managed to escape both 
uncle and would-be partners by hiding in obscure 



' ^laers, and by interesting herself in the elderly and 

•1^ ont5Si-^ancing guests. Owen Yorath passed her two or 

..thjgei times ; but on each occasion he was too much 

^ ''rtilj^iibed in attention to his various partners to spare a 

gteife in her direction. Generally the partner wa.^ 
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Gladys Thomas, whose loud voice and obvious coquet- 
ries detracted terribly, so Decima thought, from the 
effect of her undeniable beauty. 

The rivalry between Owen and Newton Rose seemed 
to grow keener as time went on. They were standing 
near Decima when the supper dance was announced. 
Newton Rose was professing that he should die at her 
feet unless Miss Thomas accorded him this dance, and 
his burlesque of devotion appeared to delight the young 
lady, wholaughed loudly and made violent gestures with 
her fan. Owen, who stood with his back to Decima, 
contented himself by asseverating, in a quiet but firm 
tone, that the dance had been promised to him. Decima 
looked at the girl, whose behavior she stigmatized in 
her own mind as odious and vulgar. Gladys was play- 
fully slapping (not tapping) with her fan, the assiduous 
Newton Rose, whose head was bent close to her face 
in lover-like devotion. Miss Thomas happened to catch 
Decimals look of dignified displeasure, and instantly 
felt a thrill of joyous pride in the belief that she had 
made one of the " great ladies " jealous. So she had, 
indeed, but not quite in the way she thought. 

" rU give my lady one for looking me down in that 
stuck-up way ! " thought the country girl. 

And turning to Owen, she dismissed him with a dag- 
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ger-like blow in the chest with the butt-end of her only 
available weapon. 

" There ! " she cried archly, as she turned from the 
young farmer to Newton Rose, " you Ve had enough 
dances for one evening ; so I shall give this one to Mr. 
Rose, whether I'm engaged to you or not." 

Owen bowed, and walked away. Decima, watching 
him without a glance in his direction, thought it was 
the most dignified retreat she had ever seen, and 
wondered almost venomously how even such a girl could 
snub a man like him for a man like Newton Rose. 

Then a curious thing happened. Owen Yorath 
passed close to Decima, passed so close that when he 
paused by her side she looked up involuntarily, expect- 
ing him to speak to her. But he only gave her a look, 
a strange, apologetic look, which, being unintelligible 
to her, filled her with excitement and perplexity. Be- 
fore she had recovered herself, her uncle's voice, call- 
ing her sharply by name, forced her to turn round. 
His left hand was on Owen Yorath's shoulder, but 
the young farmer hung back, and looked red and shy, 
a great contrast to the dignified figure he had pre- 
sented a minute before, when his partner was taken 
away from him. 

'* We can't allow our handsomest young man to suUsl 
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in the smoking-room, just because his sweetheart is 
dancing with somebody else," said the earl, in his 
genial tones. " Here's a partner for you. Mr. Owen 
Yorath — ^my niece. Miss Wyastone." 

Decima inclined her head like an animated statue. 

" I have the pleasure of knowing Mr. Yorath already, 
uncle," she said, with her eyes on the ground, in those 
terribly icy tones which only a very shy girl can pro- 
duce. " He was kind enough to drive me home from 
Kerne Court the other evening." 

The poor earl might well be excused for imagining 
that some deadly insult must have passed between the 
two ; he could believe nothing but good of his favorite 
Owen, so he frowned at his niece, and frightened away 
the little remnant of sense which jealousy, misery, and 
confusion had left in her. 

Quite forgetting how shocking, how unprecedented 
such conduct was, and afraid of bursting into tears 
without more ado, she turned, and making straight for 
the nearest doorway, found refuge in an isolated cor- 
ner where she was not likely to be discovered. 



A SHOCK TO SOCIETY. 73 



CHAPTER VI. 

DANGEROUS APOLOGIES. 

Decima had reckoned ill in thinking that she could 
escape her uncle's wrath in this matter : or rather, in tak- 
ing flight on the spur of the moment, she had not had 
time for thought at all. She had had scarcely time to 
gain her retreat and to wonder whether the earth would 
open and swallow her up for her delinquency, when the 
earl's voice, speaking in what were really to her tones of 
thunder, caused her to start to her feet with a scared face 
and trembling limbs. For it was of the very essence of 
poor Decimals fate that nature and position should cause 
her to take the small incidents of life tragically. She 
was almost speechless with terror when the earl, having 
hunted her down with feet made fleet by anger, came 
through the curtains and face to face with her. 

" Oh, uncle I " was all she could gasp out. But the 
tone was so humble^ so deprecatory that only an autocrat 
could have failed to be moved by it. But then Lord 



74 A SHOCK TO SOCIETY. 

« 

Llangarren was an autocarat. If his niece was nearly 
speechless with distress, he on his side was in the same 
condition from wrath. For a few moments he could 
only ejaculate : " Monstrous ! Unheard of ! " and 
glare at her with pertinacious ferocity. When at length 
he found breath for more, Decima quailed under his 
bitter words. 

" My guests expect, when they come here, to be en- 
tertained by people whose manners are as good as their 
own," he began. " It will be a new experience for me 
to hear it said among my tenants that they don't care 
to go to Llangarren House lest they should be rudely 
treated." 

" But, uncle," gasped Decima, " I did not mean to 
be rude, I did not indeed. The gentleman you brought 
up to me did not wish to dance ; he is engaged to Miss 
Thomas, whom Mr. Rose took in to supper." 

The earl looked at her in astonishment. 

" Even if you know these things," he said coldly, 
" what do they matter to you } The private affairs of 
these people are nothing to you. As for young 
Yorath's not wanting to dance with you, I agree with 
you in thinking it not at all likely that he would want 
to do so if you were not Miss Wyastone of Llangarren 
House. For he is the handsomest man in the room. 



A SHOCK TO SOCIETY. 75 

and might well choose to dance with the handsomest 
women. But you must remember that you are my 
niece, and it was because you are my niece that I 
brought him to you as a partner." 

By this time the earPs anger had had its vent, and 
he began to feel a little compunction for his hardness, 
as he looked at the trembling girl. He had time to re- 
member also that he had noticed the neglect of her 
fianck. He changed his tone, therefore, and spoke 
more kindly. 

" There, my dear, I've said enough, I'm sure ; per- 
haps more than enough. I know Newton has not 
been very attentive, and you naturally feel a little an- 
noyed. But the fact is he knows that on these occa- 
sions we all make a point of sacrificing ourselves to the 
entertainment of these people. It is mere thought- 
lessness on his part, mere thoughtlessness I have no 
doubt." 

Decima was delighted to be able to agree with her 
uncle about something. 

"Oh, yes," she answered quickly, "I was sure of 
that. I didn't mind at all." 

" Well, then, my dear, you should show the same 
spirit yourself. Even if you don't care to dance and 
to J)e bored by the second-hand small-talk of these 
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good folk, you should submit with the reflection that 
it is only for one evening. And they're not such bad 
company either, these farmers. I can tell you, my 
dear, I have found far greater bores in the House of 
Lords than any in this room. And Owen Yorath ! 
Why, he hasn't only his good looks. I tell you frankly 
I would thank heaven if I could take him in exchange, 
there as he stands, manners, speech, and all, for my 
own son." 

And Decima only just stopped herself on the brink 
of a hearty assurance that she believed him. For 
Viscount Wyastone was a thorn in the family side. 

" Indeed, uncle, I am very sorry if I was rude to Mr. 
Yorath," was all she said. 

"Very well then, let him have the dance,'' said her 
uncle, who always pertinaciously adhered to any point, 
however small, until he had gained it. 

And Decima, although she started back in repug- 
nance at the idea, had to submit, warned by a frown, 
to be carried off on her uncle's arm, back to the ball- 
room. Owen was standing, with a knot of other young 
men, in one of the wide doorways. There was none of 
the languor of the West End about the group, only 
shyness, and a desire to herd together, so that they 
might not be exposed singly to the critical eyes of the 
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fair. Owen alone of all the group, appeared uncon- 
scious of the ordeal of feminine eyes. His eyes were 
fixed on the ground, and he started when the earl ad- 
dressed him. On seeing Decima his handsome face 
flushed poppy red, and he looked steadily at the floor 
while the earl spoke. 

" My niece was a little overcome by the heat, and 
had to retreat at once into a cooler room for fear that 
she should faint," explained the earl mendaciously. 
" She is all right again now, and will be pleased to give 
you the dance you asked for, Yorath." 

While the dear old earl suspected nothing, some 
of the bystanders, unobservant males as they were, 
detected something in the looks both of man and maid 
which made them glance at each other, as Owen duti- 
fully led his partner away, and whispered among them- 
selves, that the earl might as well have left well alone. 
Decima indeed, as is the wont of her sex, succeeded in 
disguising her emotion, and in appearing haughty and 
cold ; but Yorath's blushes had left his face quite pale, 
and as Decima put her hand on his arm, she felt that 
he was shaking from head to foot. 

Thy tyranny of the waltz was unknown at this gather- 
ing. The unfashionable polka took its place, for the 
polka is a step which is easy to learn, and moreover, 
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if you have not learnt it, you can be dragged and 
bumped through it entirely to your own satisfaction, if 
not to that of the couples with whom you occasionally 
come into collision. It was on the polka that the guests 
were now engaged, with a laborious zeal which did them 
great credit, when Owen Yorath and Decima, who had 
not exchanged so much as a single look or a single 
word, joined the throng. At that moment supper was 
announced, and the dance came to a prompt standstill. 
For supper at Llangarren House was a thing to be lived 
for, a thing to be remembered : in the opinion of the 
tenants, what you couldn't get to eat on these occasions 
was not worth eating. 

The ballroom cleared rapidly, and Owen and his 
partner soon found themselves at the very tail of the 
stragglers who had not yet got into the supper-room. 
Decima withdrew her hand suddenly from Owen's arm. 

" Do please go in to supper without me, Mr. Yorath," 

she said, with her eyes upon the floor. 

Owen answered in the choked voice of a shy school- 
boy. 

" Won't you let me take you in, Miss Wyastone ? I — 

I know," he went on stammering, " that you can never 

forgive me for — ^for my impertinence that night. I — I 

— I've thought and thought of nothing else ever since. 
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I'm so ashamed of myself I can't look you in the face, 
nor your uncle, the earl, either. What would he say 
if he knew I had presumed — Oh, I beg you, I beg you 
to let me take you in. Don't you, won't you believe I 
would rather jump off the rock at the Devil's Bend 
than offend you again ? " 

They were now quite alone in the big room, but neither 
of them had noticed it. Decima was thrilled through 
and through with excitement so keen that she did not 
know whether it was caused by pleasure or pain. She 
was drinking in the young fellow's words with a sensa- 
tion which frightened her. She felt his breath upon 
her face as he entreated her to forgive the action upon 
which her heart and her mind had been dwelling ever 
since he committed it. When he ceased speaking, she 
still looked down, waiting for more. But he had no 
more to say : she had given no sign, and he was in 
despair. 

Suddenly she perceived, with a start, that they were 
the only persons in the room. 

" Oh, Mr. Yorath, they are all at supper. Do please 
go in with the rest — and — and excuse me." She with- 
drew a step, but she spoke in the gentlest of voices. 
Owen bit his lip. 

*' I must go, since you tell me to. But oh ! madam, 
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a lady of your rank has no need to be so hard to a man 
like me." 

Decima turned suddenly with a white face. 

" Oh," she said in astonishment, " it*s not that, it's 
not that ! How could you think so ? I never thought 
twice about it. At least I mean " 

She stopped in confusion. The young farmer, keener 
of feeling and less able to hide his emotions than 
the men of her own rank, showed in his open face the 
joy that her words caused him. There was a pause, 
not exactly an awkward pause either, for to tell the 
truth, both these young people were experiencing an 
ecstasy of delicious excitement. Then Owen spoke, 
spoke so low that his first words were hardly more than 
a gruff whisper. 

" Thank you, thank you. Miss Wyastone. I thought 
you couldn't — couldn't be so cruel ; couldn't take ad- 
vantage of me like that." 

Oh ! This exquisite sense of power over somebody ! 
Over a man, too, whom she dared not look at for two 
moments steadily for fear of betraying the admiration 
she felt. Decima felt intoxicated by it. She was so 
happy that, for the moment forgetting Newton Rose, 
Gladys Thomas, and all the other ills which flesh is 
heir to, she laughed lightly. 
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Owen Yorath heaved a sigh of intense relief. 

" I thought that was why you wouldn't dance with 
me," he said simply. " I know I had deserved it, but 
— it would have sent me home miserable for a week." 

Decima laughed again, playing with her plain black 
fan and glancing uneasily towards the door which led 
to the supper room. 

" Please go in," she said ; " or my uncle may miss 
you. I couldn't sit in that warm room, and I don't 
want any supper." 

" Very well, Miss Wyastone," he said with respectful 
submission but with evident regret. " If his lordship • 
misses you, what am I to say ? " 

" Oh, say that the heat of the room was too much 
for me, and that I thought that I should like a cup of 
coffee presently better than supper." 

She left him without giving him time to make further 
objections, and went back into the body of the house, 
which was separated from the ballroom by a corridor. 
Decima went through the corridor into the picture-gal- 
lery, an apartment of rather cold and dreary magnifi- 
cence, with panelled walls and oak ceiling, in which a 
few chairs seemed to have been forgotten, so barely 
did they furnish the great space of polished ^vsyst. 
There was, however, at one end. 2>. co\£&otXai^'^^^^^^^^^^^^' 
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seat, with a pile of faded cushions, in which Decima 
knew how to curl herself up comfortably. She had 
brought her pretty white feather boa to protect her 
from the cold of this rather draughty corner, and 
curling it round and around her neck, she threw her- 
self almost prone among the cushions and stared out 
through the mullioned window on to the wide lawns and 
clumps of bare trees in the grounds. 

She was feeling excited and reckless. Her uncle 
would probably miss her from the supper-room and 
be angry again. She could not help it : she would not 
go back. She was happy without rhyme or reason : she 
would have a few moments' relief from the sight of 
Owen Yorath 's successful rivalry with Newton Rose 
for the favors of the fair Gladys. Then, when supper 
was over she would go back into the ballroom and do 
penance for the rest of the evening. 

Then footsteps in the corridor caught her ear : her 
uncle had sent to fetch her, she supposed. Well, if it 
was only one of the footmen, he would certainly over- 
look her if she kept still, and go straight on in search 
of her, probably into the drawing-room. So for a few 
seconds she lay low. Then a sudden doubt as to 
whether it was a footman made her heart beat fast, 
and caused her to turn her head very slowly to see 
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who it was that had stopped suddenly just inside the 
room. 

It was Owen Yorath, with a cup of coffee in his hand. 
He had seen her at once, but was too shy to approach 
her. 

Decima, whose movements were hardly ever quick 
even when she was startled, raised her body and put her 
feet to the ground in what seemed to Owen the most 
graceful movement he had ever seen. Then she held 
out her hand with a smile, and he brought her the coffee. 

" Thank you very much," she said. " But I did not 
want you to interrupt your own supper to bring this lo 
me. How did you find me ? " 

" I watched you through the doorway, so that I 
knew which way to come." 

There was something in his particularly constrained 
and respectful tone which caused Decima still to Iceep 
her eyes on the floor. And for a little while there was 
a pause, the girl sipping coffee, the young man watch- 
ing her shyly. Decima thought she ought to send him 
back with some playful remark. She ought to have 
known better, for playfulness was not natural to her. 

" You must go back," she said, " and fortify yourself 
against Miss Thomas's cruel coquetries." 

He uttered a slightly coivt^m^\.>io\vs» ^^'^<:.>^'2>5^<^'^' 
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" I shouldn't want much fortifying for that ! " he said 
dryly. " She may coquette as much as she pleases, as 
far as I am concerned. Only I don't know how the girl 
can be so silly as not to see that Mr. Rose is only laugh- 
ing at her." 

" Why should he be laughing at her ? " asked Decima, 
whose magnanimity, where her fiand was concerned, 
was wonderful. " She is certainly a very handsome 
girl." 

" Do you think so ? " said Owen in a tone of dis- 
paragement. " I don't like those bouncing women. 
And as for Mr. Rose, why, we know he has better taste." 

Decima said nothing to this. She understood Owen's 
meaning, and knew that his opinion was entirely erro- 
neous. Newton Rose's taste had nothing to do with 
his choice. There was a pause. It was Decima who 
presently broke it. 

" You are jealous ; that is why you speak so of her. 
But it is she who is only amusing herself with Mr. Rose ; 
she likes you best." 

Like most very shy people, Decima, when her tongue 
was by any chance unloosed, was too communicative. 
Her positive assertion allowed Owen to see that she 
had been watching Gladys and himself. 

" You mean that she is ready to dance with me, and 
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she thinks it annoys me to see her dancing with any- 
body else ? " 

" Yes," said Decima. 

" Well, perhaps she is only making a convenience of 
me, as I am of her, and — and dancing with me because 
she likes somebody else better. If so, poor girl, I'm 
sorry for her ! " 

He said this with a good deal of repressed feeling, 
and Decima felt moved to dangerous excitement by his 
words. She rose from the window-seat and pretended 
that she felt a draught coming in through the cracks of 
the window. Indeed she was shivering, but it was not 
with cold. 

" It is draughty here," she said in a muffled, hesitat- 
ing voice. " We — I — had better go back to the ball- 
room. They will soon be beginning to leave the 
supper-room." 

" Not yet," said Owen with a laugh. " The old ones 
would like the supper to go on until the ball breaks 
up. And even the young ones take a lot of tiring at 
that amusement I " 

" And I am keeping you from it ! " said Decima 
hurriedly, as she retreated a step or two and began 
pulling out the soft fluffy white feathers of her boa in 
her agitation. " Pray, pray go back. And — and " 
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She had gone some steps away from him along the gal- 
lery, and half-turned to fire this parting shot over her 
shoulder ; " and if you don't make haste Mr. Rose will 
have forestalled you, and you won't get another dance 
from Miss Thomas to-night." 

Now the effect of this speech, whether calculated or 
not, was to excite in the young man a feeling of curi- 
ous indignation against poor Miss Thomas, and also a 
belief that his indignation was not displeasing to Miss 
Wyastone. He drew himself up with great dignity, 
and indeed looked very handsome and manly in what 
he conceived to be his righteous anger. 

" You need not go away, Miss Wyastone. I don't 
wish to obtrude myself upon you. But as I don't wish 
either to dance with Miss Thomas or to see her or even 
to hear her loud, bawling voice for the rest of the even- 
ing, I shall go and smoke in the stable until my mother 
is ready for me to drive her home." 

Decima thought she had never heard any music half 
so moving as his voice while uttering these words. She 
admired him with all her heart. For a moment her 
feet failed her, and she hesitated to leave him. Then 
luckily she heard him retreating in the opposite direc- 
tion, and summoned her pride to her rescue to enable 
h^r to be the first oS the sqene, 
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The picture-gallery was a long apartment, and Deci- 
mals steps were never very rapid. By the time she had 
gone through the doorway and reached the safe dark- 
ness of the corridor outside, whence she could throw a 
last glance at him without being perceived, he had 
come softly back to the place where they had been 
standing, and was picking up the stray white feathers 
she had pulled out of her boa. 

He put them in the pocket nearest his breast. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



AN ADVENTURE. 



The ball did not break up until four o'clock, and 
even then no one was tired but the hosts. Decima re- 
turned to the ball-room when the supper-room began 
to empty, and was an unconcerned witness of a great 
deal more flirtation between her fianck and Gladys 
Thomas ; but Owen Yorath did not return. 

The earl and the two ladies stood in the hall to bid 
farewell to their guests, and shook strong hands until 
their own ached. 

" Where is my son, my son Owen ? " Decima heard 
Mrs. Yorath say anxiously. 

" Here, mother," answered a meek voice, as the 
young fellow made his way in the crowd towards the 
earl, who took his faverite aside for a few special 
words. 
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The bouncing Gladys, looking larger than ever in a 
dazzling wrap of a rose-colored plush, held out her 
hand to the earl with the air of a spoilt beauty. 

" I do hope, your lordship," said she, " that when 
Lord Wyastone comes home you will send him to us 
one day to luncheon." 

" My son will be delighted, I*m sure," said the earl 
good-humoredly. 

" We can show him St. Thewdrick's castle and all 
the sights," went on Gladys. " And we should be de- 
lighted to see Miss Wyastone also, if she would come 
too," went on the young lady with almost a suspicion 
of patronage. 

For, to tell the truth, the quiet and shy young lady 
seemed to hale and hearty Miss Thomas but a poor 
creature. 

" Ah, well, you must ask my niece herself and Mr. 
Rose about that," said the earl. ^ 

Newton Rose pricked up his ears,- and answered 
readily for his fiancie, 

"Miss Wyastone will be delighted to come. Miss 
Thomas, and so shall I." 

And the two drew a little on one side and resumed 
their flirtation in not very subdued tones. 

" Shan't ask you, Mi. ^ose,^o>ixfeXck0^x^^xisfi«s^sC. 
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" All right, then I shan't let Miss Wyastone come." 

Then Miss Thomas turned her attention to Owen, 
who was standing near, looking, as she observed, 
" rather prim." 

** And I shan't ask you either, Mr. Yorath, because 
you look so glum if one speaks to anyone but you." 

Ov/en said nothing, but he made the beauty a little 
bow which she had not wit enough to see was ironical, 
and then they all pressed with the crowd through the 
great hall door and out under the portico. 

The visit to St. Thewdrick's was fixed for New 
Year's Day; and Decima did not know whether she 
was glad or sorry. On the one hand she did not care 
for the prospect of the long drive with Newton Rose 
and her foolish cousin, on the other there was just the 
chance that Owen Yorath might after all put in an ap- 
pearance at St. Thewdrick's during the day. 

To her horror and disgust, all through Christmas- 
time and the rather limp and soulless festivities which 
the earl insisted on keeping up, Newton Rose became 
as attentive a wooer as he had been a neglectful one. 
The fact was that the earl had noticed his conduct on 
the night of the ball,' and had given the young man a 
strong hint that he must be more attentive to his illus- 
triousjfancSe : and Decima's life became tor a few days 
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well nigh intolerable. Newton was even valiant enough 
to kiss her under the mistletoe, a ceremony which he 
performed without zest, and to which she submitted 
without remonstrance. It was a kiss as frosty as the 
weather, as insipid as the berries themselves, a face 
touching a face, and that was all. 

New Year's Day began badly, with a thick, gray, low- 
ering sky suggestive of snow. The very grooms 
warned the young viscount that the drive had better 
be given up : but Lord Wyastone, who found Llangar- 
ren House and its amusements " beastly dull," persisted 
in his purpose. 

So at twelve o'clock the dog-cart was brought round, 
and Lord Wyastone, who found his cousin " slow " and 
insipid beyond endurance, ungraciously offered to assist 
her to mount to the front seat beside him. But Decima, 
who knew what a very bad driver he was, thought she 
should feel safer at the back beside the groom, and, so 
to the contentment of the two young men, her cousin and 
Newton Rose sat together on the front seat. It was a 
long drive to St. Thewdrick's, over mountain roads 
both rough and steep ; they passed Kerne Court, only 
the chimneys of which were visible from the road. 
Decima wondered whether the young men in -fro??*, 
could hear her heart beat. ?>t, T\^e^^^\0*l ^ ns^-^^ -^Ss^^^ 



92 A SHOCK TO SOCIETY, 

three miles farther on, and by the time they came in 
sight of the pretentious building, blazing with stucco 
and fresh paint, with a carriage drive and gilt-headed 
railings, which was their destination, the snow had 
begun to fall pretty thickly. 

" I hope you'll try and persuade his lordship to come 
back early, ma'am," said the groom to Decima. " In 
three or four hours the dog-cart won't be able to get 
along the roads. It's set in for snow, I can tell by 
the sky." 

A few minutes later they drove up, through gate- 
posts surmounted by stucco lions, to a portico sur- 
mounted by stucco vases. The door was opened by a 
bumpkin man-servant, redolent of the plough. In a 
drawing-room full of gimcracks they found the two 
bouncing Misses Thomas, and a meek and inoffensive 
mother, who, while admiring her fashionable daughters, 
seemed to look at them, as a hen looks at her brood of 
ducklings in the water. 

While Ethel (who was a pale reflection of Gladys) 
entertained the gentlemen, Gladys led Miss Wyastone 
upstairs to take her hat off, into a big bedroom in the 
front of the house. Decima, who could admire nothing 
in the house, was delighted with the beautiful view of 
Jake and mountain outside. As sVie looked, a bright 
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pink color began to suffuse her face from chin to fore- " 
head. 

" It's — it's a most lovely view," said she with some 
constraint. 

" Yes, it's not a bad look-out," answered Gladys in 
a rather disparaging tone. " Only I hate the country, 
except just for a short time every year. Don't 
you ? " 

" No," answered Decima quietly. " I like it best 
always. If I lived here, I don't think I should ever 
want to go away." 

" Really 1 " cried Gladys with some disdain. And 
glancing out of the window herself, as if to see what 
anyone could really find so admirable in that dreary 
landscape, her eyes fell upon a figure which had already 
been seen by her companion. She drew her head back 
quickly with a delighted laugh. 

" Why, I declare it's that young Yorath again," she 
cried with a pretence of being annoyed. "When I 
told him he was not to come, too 1 I suppose he 
doesn't mean to let me have any peace until he's had 
an answer from me one way or the other." 

" Do you mean that he has asked you to marry 
him ? " asked Decima quietly. 

*' Not yet ; I've never gweuYmi ^<^ Oaa^R.^^"^^'^^^^ 
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he's tried hard enough to get me to. I daresay you 
noticed him at the ball on Christmas-eve ? " 

" But you don't care enough about him to marry 
him ? " suggested Decima, with a little acrimony which 
escaped the self-satisfied beauty. 

** Oh, I may and I may not," answered Gladys co- 
quettishly. " But if I do become mistress of Kerne 
Court, I shall have to have a regular turnout there to 
make the place fit to live in." 

" That would be a pity," said Decima quietly, but 
rather more tartly than usual. 

At that moment Ethel burst into the room. 

'* Gladys, Gladys, Owen Yorath's come ! " cried she, 
with the air of a person who brings good news. 

" Well, what does that matter to me t " said her sister 
sharply. 

Ethel laughed maliciously as she turned to their 
guest. 

" She's been ready to give her eyes for him to come 
this last two months, because she wants him to pro- 
pose to her," said Ethel bluntly. " It will serve you 
right. Glad, if he hasn't come for that at all," she added 
as she ran downstairs again. 

After a luncheon to correspond with the house, with 
chickens covered with a ttuck YiMte paste, and every 



A SHOCK TO SOCIETY. 95 

article of food disguised and made to look unlike its 
honest homely self, the younger members of the party 
went out on foot, through the falling snow, to see St. 
Thewdrick^s Castle. 

Owen and Decima had exchanged the stiffest and 
most distant of greetings, and neither had since so 
much as looked at the other. Now he joined the ad- 
vance group, consisting of Gladys, Newton Rose, and 
Lord Wyastone, while Decima and Ethel were left to 
follow by themselves. Owen did not join in the pleas- 
antries which the two other young men were exchang- 
ing with the girl, whose refinement of tongue was not 
quite equal to her pretensions, a fact which made her, 
as Lord Wyastone put it, " all the more fun." But the 
young farmer remained on the outer edge of the group 
and never looked behind. In spite of the snow, the 
expedition was a pretty cheerful one for some, at 
least, of the party. The three mountain-bred members 
of it were as sure-footed as goats, and they climbed up 
the ruined walls of the castle, already slippery with 
snow, as easily as they walked along the even ground. 
Gladys laughingly offered to help up one of the gentle- 
men, and after a mock contest, between Lord Wyastone 
and Newton Rose, the latter retired in favor of the 
young viscount, and pretended to ^vi^ csm^x ^ivs» ^sssr 
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comfiture. Ethel could make her way unaided, but 
poor Decima found the ascent of the broken, snow* 
covered turret stairs both difficult and dangerous, and 
at last she slipped and hurt her ankle. 

She was the last of the party, but Owen, who watched 
her movements without appearing even to see her, saw 
her fall almost on her face. A dozen steps above him 
Newton Rose was expressing fantastic jealousy of Lord 
Wyastone's superior good fortune : he did not notice 
Decimals fall. Owen had a sharp struggle with him- 
self. He knew that he had no right to approach the 
earl's niece, although he had not the strength to avoid 
an opportunity of seeing her. He succeeded in resist- 
ing the temptation to run himself to her aid ; but jeal- 
ousy and anger against the fianck who neglected her 
put considerable sharpness into his tone as he sprang 
up the steps and pulled Newton Rose sharply round 
by the shoulder. 

" Go to Miss Wyastone. She's hurt," he said 
shortly. 

Newton Rose was highly incensed. 

" D you, who are you ! " he exclaimed, affecting 

not to see Owen properly without his eye-glasses, " one 
oi the grooms ? " 
Owen kept bis temper, though not without difficulty. 
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" I am no more like a groom, Mr. Rose, than your 
manners are like those of your master," he answered 
after a short pause. 

Newton Rose was more furious than ever. He did 
not care to deny point-blank, in the presence of Lord 
Llangarren's son, that the earl was his master, as he 
had frequently declared him to be ; on the other hand, 
Lord Wyastone was not likely to take up the defence 
of his insipid cousin. So Newton Rose, controlling 
himself in his turn, said with a sneer : 

" Dear me, I should have thought that such a courtly 
gentleman would have helped the lady himself ! " 

Owen did not wait for further permission. He 
sprang down the steps to Decimals side. 

" Let me help you," he said gently. 

She was half sitting, half kneeling in the snow, with 
difficulty suppressing little moans of pain. 

" You mustn't sit there in the snow, you know," said 
he. " Can't you get up if you lean on me ? " 

She tried, but fell back with a cry. So Owen, 
without further ceremony, lifted her, and carried her 
down the remaining steps into the courtyard of the 
castle. 

" I'm afraid you found me very heavy," she said^^& 
he helped her to sit doNm upoxv 2. \ai^ ^xax^fc^^^^^^ 

9 
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was protected from the falling snow by the tower over 
the old gateway. 

" I should have been very sorry if I had not," said 
Owen simply. " People are only light enough to be 
carried easily when they are very ill." 

The girl felt shy with him, puzzled, almost frightened. 
He seemed so cold, so anxious to get rid of his burden. 
She became distressfully apologetic, sprang up to show 
that she could walk, and promptly fell into his arms — 
which was embarrassing for both of them. 

" You see, you can't walk," said Owen, with a crim- 
son face. " You had better sit quietly here while I go 
and bring my gig round to the road above. Then, if 
those young gentlemen are not ready to go back yet, 
I'll drive you to Llangarren House myself." 

Decima agreed timidly, and remained by herself 
under the tower while Owen made all speed back to 
the house. Looking out from her shelter, she saw that 
the snowflakes had begun to fall more quickly, and 
were already forming little drifts in the ruinous court- 
yard, lodging in the crannies of the old gray walls, and 
making a furry white outline along the top. Then 
through the snow the rest of the party came quickly, 
well sprinkled with white by the time they reached her 
refuge. Neyfton Rose, who came \ast mth Gladys, did 
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not at first even notice Decima, so much absorbed was 
he in the conversation of his companion. Lord Wya- 
stone was struck by the pallor of his cousin's face. 

" Why, Decima," he cried, " you're whiter than the 
snow ! Are you much hurt, dear ? Here, Rose," more 
sharply, " don't you see she's seriously hurt ? " 

The secretary came forward, professing the deepest 
distress. 

" My dear Decima, my poor, dear child, are you 
really hurt ? I thought that young cad only said so to ' 
annoy me ! Miss Thomas," said he, rising abruptly 
from his knee, with an appearance of great excitement 
and resolution, " where does the nearest doctor live t 
I must fetch him at once." 

" He lives four miles off and he's away in Bristol," 
answered Gladys promptly. " We'll take her home, 
• and mother will know what to do. She's very clever 
in illness." 

" I am not ill," said Decima rather petulantly, while 
a slight stain of color appeared in her cheeks. " I 
should like to get back, I " 

Her head sank and she stopped. She had not lost 
consciousness, but she felt sick and faint with the pain. 

" Well, we will get you back," answered her cousux. 
" The question is : can 70U '^^XVlX.o ^<i Vwis&V 



\^^^^ 
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" No," answered she, while the color in her cheeks 
grew a little deeper ; " but Mr. Yorath has gone to fetch 
his gig for me." 

" Quite a ladies* man ! " said the young viscount, in 
answer to a little sneering laugh from Gladys, who 
hastened to chime in with : 

"Your lordship's cousin is better worth attention 
than any of us poor things, of course ! " 

She spoke so spitefully as to make Decima feel guilty 
and ashamed. Fortunately for her. Lord Wyastone 
gallantly offered to atone for the young farmer's neglect 
of the beauty, and Miss Thomas managed to abstract 
a promise from him that he would stay for " afternoon 
tea." 

" You don't mean to say that you have that abomina- 
tion up here in the wilds ! " grumbled the young gentle- 
man bluntly. " Little dominoes of cake on one plate 
and little hoops of bread and butter on another, washed 
down by cold tea? I thought better of you. Miss 
Thomas, indeed I did ! " 

Gladys laughed affpctedly and told him that he 

should not be restricted to dominoes : but she was not 

well pleased at the suggestion that he had expected 

something different from what he got among his own 

friends. 
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Although Owen Yorath made as much haste as he 
could in bringing his gig down as near as he could to 
the castle, the snow already made this a long and dif- 
ficult business. Lord Wyastone and Newton Rose 
helped Decima along as far as the road, and then 
assisted Owen in lifting her into the gig. 

" You had better drive Miss Wyastone straight back 
to Llangarren House," suggested her cousin to the 
young farmer, who grew crimson, and replied with some 
restraint : 

" I shall be very happy, your lordship, but that I don't 
like to leave you behind. This snow is going to last, 
and the light will be gone in another hour, and I was 
going to propose that you allow me to drive you all 
back to Llangarren House in your dog-cart, for nobody 
who isn't hill-bred will be able to drive along our roads 
by dusk." 

Owen Yorath had good reasons for suggesting this, 
as the young viscount's convivial habits were well 
known ; and Newton Rose being too sycophantic to 
exercise a salutary check upon ^im, the return journey 
would most likely, if the viscount had his own way, be 
brought to a speedy end in a mountain ditch, perhaps 
with the dog-cart on the top of the party. 

Of course Lord Wyastoive ^^?» \w<^\^^x&. ^^ ^^^^^ "^ 
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suggestion, and equally of course his indignation was 
fanned by Newton Rose. 

" I rather think I can drive a horse wherever a horse 
can be driven," he answered haughtily. " Awfully 
obliged to you, of course, but it would be rather a new 
thing for anybody to drive me in my own dog-cart, eh, 
Rose ? " 

And he turned to the secretary, who answered with a 
roar of appreciative laughter. 

" Well, your lordship," persisted Owen good-hu- 
moredly, " won't you be persuaded to start at once, at 
all events ? You can see for yourself that Miss Wya- 
stone is in pain, and that she is anxious to get back. 
And I assure you that if you don't get on the road 
without delay, you will never be able to reach Llangar- 
ren House to-night." 

He said this very emphatically, and for a moment 
the young fellow, who was scarcely more than a head- 
strong boy, seemed inclined to listen to his simple, 
manly speech. But there was an adverse influence at 
work in the person of Gladys Thomas, who suddenly 
perceived that social capital might be made out of an en- 
forced stay by the viscount and the earl's secretary at 
St. Thewdrick's. On the other hand, she did not want 
as a permanent guest 2l young lady who, even if she 
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might be looked upon as " slow," had a way of moving 
and speaking which put Gladys and her sister, as both 
those young ladies occasionally felt, at a disadvantage. 
So she threw in her voice in favor of Miss Wyastone's 
going off in the gig, while the viscount and Newton 
Rose stayed to tea. 

Decima sat like a statue while the discussion was 
going forward, and Owen stood obediently at his horse's 
head, waiting for the viscount's decision. But when 
Lord Wyastone finally decided as Gladys wished, 
and the young farmer promptly sprang up beside the 
young lady and drove off, Decima could not repress 
a long sigh of relief, a sigh so heartfelt that Owen 
was startled. 

" You are in great pain, I'm afraid," he said very 
gently. "Had I not better take you back to St. Thew- 
drick's ? Mrs. Thomas is a kind, motherly woman, not 
a bit like those girls." 

" No, don't ! " replied Decima promptly. " Don't, 
please. I want to get home." 

Then both remained silent for a long time. The 
snow was driving in their faces, and the horse had con- 
siderable difficulty in keeping his footing : every five 
minutes made it more difficult for the animal to get 
along, and Owen's face began to ^o^ ^'aN^'»:c^^'^i:!ccir 
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ious. Long before they had gone a third of the dis^ 
tance, the daylight faded away into darkness, and soon 
Owen was forced to dismount and lead the horse, both 
to lighten the weight of the gig, and to guide the animal's 
footsteps. At last he began to sing to himself in a low 
tone, as some resolute men have a habit of doing in 
positions of peril. Decimals feelings were sufficiently 
in sympathy with his for her to divine the reason of 
this philosophical cheerfulness. 

" Do you think we shall be able to get there ?" she 
asked at last timidly. 

" Well, we'll try," said he cheerfully. " But we shall 
have to have a second horse to do it." 

" A second horse ! Where can we get him ? " 

" Oh, at the farm, at Kerne Court," answered he. 
" My mother will give you a cup of tea, and I daresay 
she will be able to do as much for your ankle as any 
doctor could. She's a genius in her way, my old 
mother ! " he added affectionately. 

Decima said nothing, but sat perfectly still, as with 
more and more difficulty, Owen and the horse together 
dragged the gig through the deep drifts which were 
now collecting in every crevice in the hills. If she had 
been able to walk, she would have got out : as it was, 
she knew the iu&Yity of making any such suggestion, and 
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SO did the very best thing she could by remaining per- 
fectly quiet, and not offering help which could only 
have been a hindrance. At last a tiny speck of light 
appeared on the right at a little distance. 

" Here we are," cried Owen in a very low voice. 
And then he uttered in a lower voice still, but with 
most heartfelt emphasis, " Thank God ! " 

A few steps more, and the horse stopped short. 

" I*m very much afraid, that I shall have to ask you 
to get down here, and go up to the farm on foot. Fll 
help you. The poor brute is dead-beat." 

He helped her down, and carried her the greater part 
of the way to the farmhouse, not without difficulty and 
an occasional stumble into a snowdrift. An old woman, 
the oldest of the farm-servants, stood at the door in a 
warm blaze of light which filled the hearts of the two 
travellers with childlike joy. Her first words, however, 
rather dashed Owen's spirits. 

" Have ye no brought the missus back wi' ye } Sakes 
alive ! — she'll never get back by herself a night like 
this ! " 

" My mother ! Where has she gone to ? " asked 
Owen quickly. 

" Evan Davies come for her just after dinner to 
come to his daughter, as had be^x^ \a5:^6.\i^^ 'sjci.^^^:^. 
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Missus went off with him in his cart. She's been gone 
nigh four hours." 

" Oh, she'll be back in a few minutes now, I expect," 
said he more cheerily. " Anyhow, Miss Wyastone, 
you'll come inside and wait while I see what can be 
done, won't you ? " 

Decima had released herself from his helping arm, 
and retreating a few steps, had leaned against the wall 
of the house while this colloquy was going on. Quite 
untouched by the fears which alarmed poor Owen, she 
came forward at once, and passed into the house with 
a pleasant smile and word of thanks which won the 
heart of old Bridget, who followed her into the kitchen, 
to which Decima at once made her way. Decima's 
lameness and her explanation of the accident which 
had brought it about, touched the woman's sympathies. 
The old dame still had her wits about her, and it took 
her very few minutes to take off the boot, which pressed 
uncomfortably on the injured ankle, and to apply a 
cold water bandage with deft fingers. Then she left 
the girl to herself and hurried away to prepare some 
tea. 

The change from intense cold to cozy warmth, from 

pain to comparative ease, caused Decima to lay her 

head back and to close her eyes in something like a 
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Stupor of bliss. When she opened them, some ten 
minutes later, it was with a start. Owen was standing 
on the other side of the fireplace, looking so grave 
that Decima was on the instant filled with alarm. It 
was now about half-an-hour since they first reached the 
farm. 

" What is the matter ? " asked the young girl 
anxiously. 

He put her off, almost without looking at her, mum- 
bling something in a hesitating sort of way about 
the cold being bad for the sheep. Decima was puz- 
zled. 

" And the horse ? The poor horse ? " she asked. 
" Wasn't he glad to get home ? " 

" I should think so," answered Owen dryly. " I 
have been all this time, with one of the men, getting 
him up to the stable." 

"All this time!" echoed the girl. "Is the snow 
thicker, then ? " 

" It's the worst snowfall we've had for ten years," 
answered Owen briefly. 

Decima began to see there was real cause for alarm. 

" But how will your mother get back ? " she asked. 
" And how shall I get back to Llangarren House to- 
night ? " 
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Owen moved restlessly. 

" Well, well, we must see," he began uneasily. 

And then breaking off abruptly, and without any 
apology, he again left the room. 

Decima sat staring at the fire stupidly, not yet quite 
thawed enough to take in the situation. She still 
seemed to know chiefly that she had been cold and 
miserable, and that she was now warm and happy ; 
besides this, she had a sense of being in capable hands, 
hands that would take care of her, do their best for 
her; no sense of impending calamity was over her 
head. She was a little troubled, indeed, when old 
Bridget, returning with the tea-things, looked at her 
askance and tearfully, and in response to her questions, 
only shook her head and hurried out. But even this 
seemed only part of a comedy to the still half-dream- 
ing girl ; and, ascribing the old woman's mysterious 
head-shakings to rheumatism, she lay back in her com- 
fortable chair and waited for the return of Owen, who, 
she did not doubt, had gone to meet his mother and 
escort her home. 

She had to wait so long, however, that she grew 
quite faint with hunger, and cast longing eyes at the 
well-baked home-made loaf, and the plates full of 
fragrant cakes and scones. 
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Another half-hour, and then Owen indeed came 
back, but — ^he was alone. 

Decima looked at him in bewilderment. 

'* Your mother, Mrs. Yorath, has she not returned ? 
Are you anxious about her ? " 

Owen cleared his throat before replying. 

" She has not returned, and I am not anxious — about 
her^^ he answered, in a husky voice. " The snow has 
kept her, she has stayed at Joe Davies's." 

" Yes ? " 

A pause. 

'* But ? " 

Owen answered her quickly, in a nervous, tremulous 
voice, with eyes bent on the fire. 

"We are snowed up here, Miss Wyastone, you — 
and I." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



SNOWED UP. 



At the first moment, Decima of course did not rea- 
lize what this appalling statement implied. It is even 
safe to say that her first distinct feeling was a thrill of 
pleasure, followed, after a few moments' reflection, by 
consternation so profound that it left her speechless. 
Owen, for his part, seemed to have lost his tongue too. 
He looked at the fire with as shamefaced an air as if 
the misfortune had been brought about by his fault. 
Indeed, he was afraid she would think so. 
After a long pause the girl said in a whisper : 
" Snowed — up ! Oh, no, no ! It is not possible." 
Owen cleared his throat, moved restlessly, and then 
walked quickly to the door. 

" Come and see for yourself. If you can find any 
way out of this place which isn't death to you, I'll 
take you out by it." 
Decima had risen from her chair, and was trembling 
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from head to foot, partly from agitation caused by 
his tidings, partly from the pain it gave her to stand. 
As she limped a step towards the door, Owen sprang 
forward to help her : but now the girl instinctively 
drew back, and Owen, wounded to the quick and 
flushing to the roots of his hair, turned abruptly and 
preceded her out of the room. 

She had offended him, but her sorrow at this was 
overwhelmed by the greater distress. She hobbled 
along to the door of the room, scarcely conscious of 
the pain her ankle gave her. Owen was at the op- 
posite side of the hall, by the hat-stand. He took 
from it a stout walking-stick, and calling Bridget from 
the mysterious region at the very back of the house 
inhabited by her, gave it to her, saying briefly : 

"Give that to Miss Wyastone, and wrap her up 
well." 

Bridget was terror-struck at the course of events, 
but happily her terror took a silent form, under the 
young master's eye. She fetched Decima's cloak and 
hat, and helped her on with them, while Owen stood 
with his fingers upon the handle of the front-door. . 

** Be prepared. Miss Wyastone," said he in the cool- 
est of voices : " the snow is almost blinding." 

Decima did not ansviei. SVifc ^^^ \s^ ^^^ "vjssv^ ^^ 
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mad with shame, with distress, that as soon as the 
door was opened, in spite of the snow, which, as Owen 
had said, splashed straight into her eyes and froze her 
cheeks, she rushed out and, finding her way by mem- 
ory and not by sight, plunged through the snow which 
lay thick in the courtyard, and managed to reach the 
outer gate. There, however, she was brought to a 
standstill. Outside a snowdrift had formed, which 
made the opening of the gate an impossibility. She 
shook it, pushed it, all in vain. She climbed up the 
bars and got over, falling into snow, so deep that she 
had great difficulty in ploughing her way for a dozen 
steps, at the end of which journey a deeper drift than 
the first barred her progress. Nevertheless she went 
on and on, until, reaching a bend and a pretty sharp 
descent in the mountain road at the same time, she, 
hurrying without knowing the perils of the way, lost 
her footing, and was literally buried in the freezing 
white mass. 

Fortunately help was at hand, or she would certainly 
have been suffocated. Owen lifted her to her feet, in 
spite of her attempts at resistance, at escape. The 
poor child was, as he knew, scarcely sane in her distress. 

It was in the most deprecatory and gentle tones that 
he said: 
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"You see the wind has got up, so the snow has 
drifted. It's nearly four feet deep in some places 
before you get to the high-road." 

" But it can't be as deep as that all the way !*— in 
that short time ! " cried Decima almost tartly. 

" No, of course not. In some places the road will be 
almost clear. The danger is that you can't get past the 
drifts, which are getting deeper every minute. Do you 
see ? Do pray come back, pray come back." 

Decima was too much chilled, too much ashamed 
and broken down by the ill-success of her wild attempt 
at escape, to offer further resistance. She even let 
him lend her the support of his arm, without which, 
indeed, she could scarcely, with her snow-sodden skirts 
and crushed spirits, have got back to the house. One 
attempt, one only did Owen make at consoling her. 

" Don't be so much distressed, don't, pray. Miss 
Wyastone. It won't be so bad as you think : I've 
thought of something — something that will make it all 
right." 

He ended rather hurriedly, in a shamefaced sort of 
way, so that Decima wondered what he had in his 
mind. However, he gave at that time no further ex- 
planation, and she felt shy of asking for one. 

As soon as they had stMnibV^Oi on^x ^^ •3^^^'^^ ^\sss^- 
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blocked threshold into the wide hall of the old farm- 
house, Owen's manner suddenly changed. The very 
moment that she withdrew her hand from his arm he 
seemed to become an automaton, cold, distant, me- 
chanical. He suggested, in a distant tone of voice, 
that she should go upstairs and take off her wet things. 

" Bridget will show you my mother's room, madam, 
and she will find you some dry clothes." 

The word madam, used by him for the first time to 
her, struck a fresh chill to Decimals heart. With halt- 
ing steps and without another word of remonstrance, 
she walked towards the staircase, and began the ascent 
without a glance round ; so that the indescribable look, 
tender, chivalrous, and yearning, on the young fellow's 
face as he watched her disappear, was lost upon her. 

Having reached the top of the staircase, and found 
herself in a wide, rambling corridor lighted only by a 
small oil lamp, Decima paused, and heard her host 
summon Bridget, and exchange a few hurried words 
with her in a low voice. Then the old woman came up 
with a candle, and escorted her to Mrs. Yorath's 
room. 

It was the best bedroom of the house, a large, low- 

ceilinged apartment with two mullioned windows. An 

old-fashioned mahogany four-post bedstead, with green 
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moreen draperies, massive mahogany furniture and 
green moreen curtains, would have given the room a 
sombre look but for the fire which blazed in the grate 
and the snow-white counterpane and toilet-covers. 

" The young master says will you be so good as use 
this room, ma'am, since mistress won't be back to- 
night ? " 

Decima answered by a sigh that was almost a groan. 
Visions of her uncle in his wrath rose up before her 
eyes; she could hear his voice expressing his disap- 
proval of her conduct in his sternest, coldest tone. 
And yet, was it her fault ? She sank down on a chair, 
and put her hand up to her eyes. Bridget made haste 
to comfort her. 

" Dear heart, ma'am, don't take on so," said the old 
woman. 

But looking up, Decima saw that Bridget's face was 
almost as full of trouble as her own. 

" But I can't , help it. It's a dreadful thing to hap- 
pen ! " cried the young lady. 

Bridget pursed her lips and shook her head. 

" There's many dreadfuller," said she in a peculiar 
tone. 

Decima scanned the dry old face narrowly. 

" You don't mean — that thw^ \s» 'axc^ ^sax ^V ^^^^^5., 
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Yorath's having lost her way ? " Bridget shook her 
head. '* Or of anything having happened to her ? " 

" No. Mistress was bom in these parts. She'd not 
start to come back in such weather, not knowing, you 
see, miss, as there were a young lady here." 

" Then what is troubling you ? WTiy do you look so 
unhappy ? " 

The old woman hesitated a moment ; then the tears 
and the words came together. 

*• Well, miss, I can't help it, not if it was ever so bad, 
and not though he said himself that I was to hold my 
tongue. For why ? Isn't this his own house and home 
and all, and this only a accident as might happen any 
time ? And him a perfect gentleman as ever walked, 
if he is only a farmer ! An' better nor many that wears 
finer clothes, aye, an' many a lady in these parts thinks 
so too, an' would be glad enough to have him for a 
beau any day." 

The old woman having paused one instant for 
breath, Decima struck in bewildered. 

" \\Tiy, what do you mean ? " she asked. 

The old woman looked up, nodding her head almost 
malignantly. 

"Mean ! mean, miss ! Why, that the young master's 
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going to set out to trudge all the way back to St. Thew- 
drick's, just to tell them your safe here, miss, and like 
enough to die like a dog in a snowdrift." 

Decima started up. 

" But he mustn't ! Of course he must not, he shall 
not ! " she cried in great excitement. Then checking 
herself as she was going towards the door, she said 
with a return of bashfulness : " You go, Bridget, please, 
and tell him that he must not." 

Bridget shook her head very decidedly. 

" No, miss, I dursn't. I dursn't cross the young 
master. You're a lady, miss, and maybe he'll listen 
to you." 

Decima waited one moment, pressing her hands 
against her breast in an agonized trouble between her 
modesty and her affection. Then she limped out of 
the room as quickly as she could, and went down the 
staircase. 

Owen was in the hall, buttoning up his overcoat. 
He wore heavy boots and gaiters, and was muffled up 
to the chin. He was startled by a low cry, and look- 
ing up, saw Decima still in her clinging wet garments, 
half-way down the staircase, holding the banister rail. 

'* It's true, then ! " she gasped. " But you must not 
go, you must not go I " 
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"Go! Where? Who told you? Oh, Bridget of 
course. But you need not be — ^be — you need not 
trouble about me. It is very kind of you, but I shall 
be all right." 

He spoke very gently, and went on buttoning his 
coat. Decima came down the rest of the stairs and 
stood at the bottom. There was only an oil lamp hang- 
ing from the ceiling, but she could see, now that he had 
taken his hat off, some trouble in his face. 

" Where are you going ? May I ask ? Won't you 
tell me ? " 

" I'm going back to St. Thewdrick's to tell them you 
are safe. Mr. Rose will be anxious." 

But this statement, in her excited condition, was 
more than Decima could hear unmoved. She burst 
into a little hysterical laugh. 

"Oh, no, that is absurd, you know it is absurd. 
Besides, you don't even know he is there." 

" Yes. They were not going to start at once, and an 
hour later they could not have got along." 

" Then how are you going to get there ? " 

He was taken aback. He looked at his right boot, 
and tried to laugh a little. 

"IVeJ], \ don't quite know. Anyhow, I can try." 
There was^ pause. Both stood mt\i V5[^€vx ^-^^^ o\sl 
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the red tiled floor. Then Decima spoke, scarcely above 
a whisper. 

" But — is it not — dangerous ? " 

" Why, yes, it is rather." 

" You might not be able to get there— or to get back ? " 

" Exactly." 

Both were still standing in the same slightly con- 
strained attitude, still examining those red tiles. 

" Then — of course — you must not go." 

She said it with decision which sounded very pretty 
from her modest girlish lips. It was the first time that 
Decima had ever in her life assumed a tone of deter- 
mination about anjrthing. Owen was too much moved 
to speak. It was not until the young lady had, still 
without looking at him, turned to go upstairs again, that 
he cleared his throat, and said : 

" But— you see — ^you will not like to be alone here, 
Miss Wyastone." 

" It can't be helped," answered Decima in a tremu- 
lous voice, yet not without philosophy. " And I like 
better, much better, that you should stay, than that 
you should be buried in a snowdrift." 

Now these words were modest enough, and were 
moreover most modestly spoken. But they set the 
young man's heart beating ^t. 21 gt^'aX\'aXft.^'«v^^^»^^iSKxs^ 
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him almost too inarticulate with emotion to stammef 
out a husky " thank you." 

When Decima came downstairs again, she was look- 
ing very demure and quaker-like in a gray gown which, 
as it belonged to Mrs. Yorath, a short woman, was 
short enough on her to show her ankles, and a white 
muslin shawl pinned across to keep in place a bodice 
which was far from a. perfect fit for her. She went into 
the kitchen, and found Owen drinking a cup of tea. 

" Will you excuse me. Miss Wyastone ? " he said. 
" I am going out on the hills, to try to save the sheep. 
That is why I am so grateful to you for letting me 
stay," he added hurriedly, " for otherwise they would 
all have been dead by to-morrow morning." 

"You would have risked that ?" exclaimed she in 
horror. 

"Of course — you came first — ^madam," he added 
softly. 

Then without another word he left her. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

prisoners' amusements. 

Left alone with her own thoughts, Decima soon rec- 
ognized the fact that she was feeling more cheerful 
than she had dared to hope in the awkward circum- 
stances. With shame at her position there now began 
to mingle the hope that Newton Rose would draw back 
from his engagement with a girl who had been the 
victim of such a social disaster as to have had to spend 
the night,' without a chaperon, under the roof of a young 
man. And then, still flattering herself that she was 
only making the best of things, she began to look for- 
ward to Owen*s return with pleasure and with impatience. 
Indeed, when he did come in, radiant at having saved 
his sheep, she had to hide the unseemly eagerness with 
which she rose to greet him, under a pretence of having 
been startled by his entrance. Owen was in the highest 
spirits: he knew that it -was xioX. ^\i^^*«as.^^^''^^^^ 
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saved his sheep, but that was a convenient reason to 
give, and he gave it : describing to Decima, with much 
detail, the pains he had been at to rescue one poor 
silly animal, that had been so much frightened and 
dazed by the snowstorm that she could not tell from 
which direction his voice came, and ran blindly further 
and further away, at imminent danger of burying her- 
self alive. 

Decima listened with rapt attention ; but mindful 
of the fact that he had had nothing to eat for a good 
many hours, she begged him timidly to sit down at the 
well-spread board, to have his long neglected tea. But 
he shook his head. It was too pleasant to sit where 
he was by the fire with that sympathetic listener oppo- 
site. While he went on talking, therefore, Decima 
quietly rose, went to the table, poured out a cup of tea, 
and brought it to him. Needless to say, this action 
threw him into an ecstasy of delight, since these unfor- 
tunate young people had got to that stage, when the 
smallest action on the part of either, is a tragedy or a 
song of triumphant joy to the other. 

" It must be a lovely life, a farmer's," said she rashly, 
in one of the pleasant pauses which interspersed their 
pleasant talk. 
Owen's face flushed with pleasure. 
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"/think so," he answered. " But you are the last 
sort of person I should have expected to agree with 
me." 

"Why?" she asked. 

" Because you are used to such a different kind of 
life." 

" Used to it, yes, but I don't like it." 

" You don't like the gayety you have in London, and 
then the rest in the country, and then the gayety again ? 
I should have thought it was just what a young lady 
would like." 

" The gayety doesn't make me gay," said Decima, 
thoughtfully, looking at the fire. " It is always a 
crowd, such a crowd, and nobody to speak to, at least 
nobody one cares about. And then to come into the 
country just to do nothing isn't rest ; it's just idleness. 
I want something to do^ and yet the things I'm wanted 
to do I can't do. My cousins used to talk to my uncle, 
play to him, amuse him : and I can't. He doesn't 
care for my playing." 

" We have an old piano here," said Owen ; " would 
you care to try it ? " 

Decima turned to him, quietly smiling. 

" No, I won't treat you so badly as that," said she ; 
" you said you hated musVc" 
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"Said I hated Miss Thomas's music," corrected 
Owen. 

Then there was a long silence, a very dangerous 
silence. Owen felt the danger most, and he presently 
rushed into speech again with great speed and volu- 
bility. . 

" It will be all right for you and very different of 
course when you are married and the mistress of a 
great house of your own. Then you will have some- 
thing to do and will have to entertain crowds of people 
yourself, and it will all come natural and easy ; you 
will be happy then." 

A shudder passed through Decimals frame, a shudder 
of horror at the terrible responsibilities, the loveless, 
awful responsibilities of the life she was to lead. To 
hide it she rose, and looked round the room. 

" Where is this piano you talked about, Mr. Yorath ? " 
she asked. 

" It's in what we call the parlor," said he. " It's a 
room that you will hate. Miss Wyastone. I think one 
of the reasons why I hate music is because the word 
always makes me think of Moody and Sankey's Hymns 
in that room." 

He led the way across the hall into a room which, 
as Decima saw at a glance, ought to have been a beau* 
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tiful one. It was low-ceilinged, but very long, as it 
ran back much farther than the rest of the house, 
forming a wing by itself. It was part of the original 
house, and the stone walls were of immense thickness. 
The roof was of panelled oak, and the mullioned 
windows, an introduction of Tudor times, would have 
made the room handsome, but for a cheap paper of 
pink roses and arsenic-green leaves which covered the 
walls. The furniture was mahogany and horse-hair, 
with the usual liberal supply of crochet antimacassars. 
A beautiful arch, which divided the room into two un- 
equal portions, had been carefully covered with the 
wall-paper, while the stone pillars had been painted in 
an alleged imitation of marble. A grand old chimney- 
piece of carved wood had, for some inscrutable reason, 
been spared among the " improvements," and seemed to 
Decima to apologize piteously for its surroundings. A 
round table, covered by a red and black tablecloth, 
stood in the middle of one division of the room ; upon 
it were the family Bible, The Pilgrim's Progress, Fox's 
Book of Martyrs, a Book of Beauty, and several photo- 
graph albums, arranged symmetrically in twos cross- 
wise. In the middle of the second division of the 
room was an oblong inlaid table, left coverless and 
bookless to show off its beauties. And of course there 
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were papier-machd tables with pearl inlaid flowers and 
wax-flowers, under glass shades. 

" My mother doesn't like this," said Owen apologeti- 
cally, " but she says she doesn't know enough to alter 
it. So we just shut up the room and don't use it, ex- 
cept, of course, on Sundays. I don't know why we 
should be more uncomfortable on Sundays than on 
other days," he went on simply, but with a little smile 
at the corners of his mouth, " but my mother likes to do 
what her mother did ; it's part of her religion, I think. 
So I sit on that chair, that particularly hard one over 
there, every Sunday afternoon until my back aches, 
and then I go out and look after the animals. I don't 
know what I should do without the animals on Sun- 
days." 

It was very cold in the miscalled parlor, but the 
young people stood there without seeming to notice it, 
Owen holding the lamp aloft for Decima to inspect the 
place in all its corners. 

"Ah, there's the piano," cried she at last. And 
she walked to the corner where stood an old-fashioned 
square piano, in a rosewood case, covered, of course, 
by a white antimacassar. Decima, not afraid of a too 
critical listener, opened the instrument and played her 
best. And her best was good, very good, to those who 
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preferred delicacy of touch to brilliancy of execution, 
sentiment to passion, refinement to noise. 

Owen stood at first at a respectful distance, by the 
lamp, which he had placed on the table. But presently 
he came, by slow degrees, nearer and yet nearer until, 
finding that his approach did not disturb her in the 
least, but rather, if anything, drew out softer notes, 
sweeter sounds, he leaned upon the piano, where he 
could from time to time glance at her face. Although 
the lamp was behind her, he could see her features well 
enough to distinguish upon them an expression of peace- 
ful happiness which made her appear in his eyes almost 
too beautiful to be human. When at last she dropped 
her hands with a smile into her lap, their eyes met in a 
long look. 

" Won't you go on ? " he said. 

" I thought — you hated music." 

Owen laughed a little, and shook his head gently. 

" I — I never heard any before." 

Decima laughed too, just an answering note of happi- 
ness, of perfect contentment with the passing hour, 
and went on playing. When she paused again he did 
not thank her, but only asked : 

" Won't you sing something ? " 

Now singing is a very dangerous amusement, when 
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the singer and the sung to are very much in love with 
each other and have no business to be so. For there 
is a tendency in songs of all kinds to concern them- 
selves with the feelings and the doings of lovers more 
than with those of any other class of the community. 
So that before long Decima found herself expressing 
lyrically to her listener first her hope that she was 
loved, and then her fear that she was not loved, and 
next her sorrow that she must part with her love : all 
in the most innocent way in the world, in different bal- 
lads whereof the sole object of the writer and com- 
poser had been the shekels produced by their sale. 
And not once, while she sang these songs, did the dis- 
loyal creature remember that her legitimate lover was 
not handsome Owen Yorath, with his gray eyes and 
red-brown face, but sleek-headed Newton Rose. 

As for Owen, he had never been so happy in his life, 
and his only trouble for the moment was the fear that 
she might leave off singing. If there were once a 
pause in that enthralling music, he felt that he should 
scarcely be responsible for his own actions in the ec- 
stasy into which she had thrown him. Luckily for him, 
luckily indeed for them both, a loud sob outside the 
door, at the conclusion of the pretty song, **When 
Sparrows Build," startled them, and caused Qwen to 
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spring across the room and fling open the docH-. There 
he discovered Bridget, and the two young farm hands 
who lived on the premises, all with their heads as close 
as might be to the keyhole and the cracks of the door. 
The sob was the property of the younger lad, down 
whose bucolic cheeks the tears were running. Owen 
was taken aback. 

"Oh, Master Owen," cried old Bridget, "it's just 
like Heaven to hear the young lady I I couldn't keep 
the boys away, and no more I couldn't keep myself, 
and that's as true as I'm alive I " 

Owen, though irritated and angry at the interruption, 
had the sense to be thankful for it the next minute, 
and he dismissed the audience with a good-humored 
laugh. As he did so, he heard the kitchen clock strike 
twelve. He was horror-struck : the household usually 
retired to rest at nine. Very steadily, he crossed the 
hall and fetched a candlestick, which he presented to 
Decima without looking her in the face. 

" It would not do for you to stay here long. Miss 
Wyastone," said he. " You are corrupting our rural 
simplicity." 

" Well," said Decima, who felt brighter than she ever 
remembered to have felt in her life before, " you will 

9 



I30 A SHOCK TO SOCIETY, 

recover from my evil influence to-morrow, when I have 
gone away." 

Owen had not recovered sufficiently from the excite- 
ment of that music to be cool and wise. The tiny 
spark of coquetry in her speech fired him at once. 

" I shall not recover from your influence, to-morrow, 
—or ever," he answered in a low voice which con- 
tained, alas ! as much music for her, as her singing 
had done for him. 

" Good-night," said she briefly, as she almost snatched 
her hand away and fled upstairs. 
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CHAPTER X. 

NEWTON rose's MAGNANIMITY. 

It may easily be imagined that the strict reticence 
and reserve which were so necessary for these young 
people to observe towards each other became more 
difficult after that idyllic first evening. They met, 
grave and distant enough, and with not a little con- 
straint, on the following morning. Owen had break- 
fasted early and gone out to do what he could for his 
animals, and to count the sheep, to see that none had 
been lost on the preceding evening. And Decima had 
breakfasted by herself, and had sat looking out at the 
snowbanks in the courtyard, and then up at the now 
clear sky, trying not to hope that more snow would fall 
before the day was over. 

When Owen came in, it was to tell that a good deal 
more snow had fallen in the night, and that their im- 
prisonment would certainly last over that day. 



132 ^ SHOCK TO SOCIETY. 

'' I am afraid my imcle will be very anxious/' said 
Decima. 

" Yes, and Mr. Rose," added Owen. 

Neither of these speeches was sincere, of course. 
Both these young people were thinking of only one 
thing : how long was their brief snatch of happiness to 
last ? They began hardly to know whether it was hap- 
piness they experienced as the day "wore on, and the 
snow no longer falling, they wondered whether their 
deliverance from their imprisonment might not be nearer 
than they hoped. However, it began to freeze hard in 
the afternoon ; and as all thought of their getting out, 
or of anybody else getting in disappeared for that day, 
their spirits rose again, and they passed an evening 
not indeed quite so pleasant as the last, since already 
in anticipation they began to feel the pangs of parting, 
as well as to experience more and more difficulty in 
repressing the instinct to express their feelings towards 
each other in speech, still happy enough. 

It was not until the succeeding morning, when a 
blaze of sunshine began to melt the snow, and they 
saw that the hours of their incarceration were numbered, 
that their fortitude began to desert both the man and 
maid. The understanding between them was so per- 
fect by this time that words were not needed. If not 
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at heart, yet in their out¥rard conduct, both were per- 
fectly loyal to their duty, but even that had grown very 
hard by the time they sat down to tea in the big kitchen 
that afternoon. As they sat, one on each side of the 
fire, looking dolefully at the blazing logs, both sighed 
at the same moment. Then their eyes met, and both 
felt that the fatal signal had been given. Each knew 
what the other felt ; what was the use of denying them- 
selves the relief of confidence any longer. 

" They'll be here soon now," said Owen, not attempt- 
ing to disguise the despair he felt. 

Decima answered in the same tone. 

" Oh, perhaps not ! Why should it be easier for them 
to get in than for us to get out ? " 

'' Well, in a north wind such as we had the day before 
yesterday, the snow always makes deeper drifts just at 
this comer than anywhere else. Besides — ^they*!! try 
harder to get in than we do to get out." 

There was a pause in which both sighed again. 
Then Decima said : 

" Who are ' they ' ? " 

" Oh, the whole lot — ^my mother and the Thomases, 
and people from Llangarren House and — and Mr. Rose. 
They'll all be trying to get you away." 

Decima shook her head. 
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'^ Not Newton Rose/' she said with a little triumph 
in her tone. '* He won't trouble me any more ! " 

" Yes, he will," said Owen quickly. " Why not ? " 

" Why, because you know — I have had no chaperon 
here. He would think that shocking, dreadful." 

Owen looked at her in astonishment at her simplicity. 

" Do you really think he cares a straw what has 
become of you ? As long as you are the earl's niece, 
he doesn't care whether you are black or white, whether 
you have one eye or two." 

" Why, you don't think he'll want to marry me all 
the same, do you ? " asked Decima piteously. 

*'Of course he will." 

Then Decima, deceived in the hope with which she 
had been buoying herself up, gave way. Quite quietly 
the tears began to roll down her face, and she rose from 
her chair, walked to the window, and lifted the curtain, 
as if anxious to see what the weather was like. But 
Owen, at the sight of her tears, could no longer restrain 
himself. He jumped up from his chair, and began 
pacing up and down the room in great excitement. 

" Don't, don't. Miss Wyastone, don't mind ; don't let 
yourself mind. I had no right to say what I did ; it 
was absurd ; I don't know an3rthing about it. I was 
only sorry that you will go away, and we shall never see 
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you any more. I had no right to say what I did. 
And I apologize." 

" You need not," said Decima dismally, between two 
little sobs, "for you were quite right." 

" No, no," said Owen vehemently. " Of course he 
isn't good enough, not nearly good enough. But when 
he finds what a sweet wife he's got, very likely he'll 
grow nicer himself, and at any rate he must love you, 
oh, he must 1 " 

Qecima still looked out at the snow-covered courtyard. 

" You will make yourself just as dear to him as you 
make yourself to everybody." 

Decima smiled drearily. 

" Oh, how ridiculously wrong you are ! That is the 
cruel part of it. I am not wanted an3rwhere, not cared 
for an)rwhere, except " 

" Except — oh, Decima ! " 

He held her hands : then as she did not repulse him, 
but went on silently crying, he passed his left hand 
round her waist, and taking her handkerchief in his right, 
proceeded tenderly to dry her eyes. And that done, 
he kissed her. Just at the imluckiest possible moment 
too I For, as Owen had expected, the besiegers had 
been more active than the besieged. And at the very 
time that the forms of Owen and Decima appeared at 
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the window, showing in high relief against the firelight, 
the relief party had broken down the last snow-barrier, 
and had the benefit of the unexpected shadow-panto- 
mime. 

In another moment there was a noise in the court- 
yard, footsteps and shouts and knocking at the door. 
The guilty lovers, much startled, went out with what 
welcome they might, and found Mrs. Yorath and Evan 
Davies, Newton Rose and one of the hands from St. 
Thewdrick's Farm. These two couples had met on 
the road and joined forces ; so that, the thaw having 
set in fast, they had had little difficulty in forcing an 
entrance. Newton Rose greeted both his fiancie and 
Owen very dryly. 

" Snowed up here— desperately awkward, no doubt 
Hope you were not bored, I'm sure ! " 

But poor Mrs. Yorath was the picture of dismay and 
despair. The sight she had just witnessed had been 
a thunderbolt to her simple, loyal mind ; the idea of 
heir son daring to look upon the earl's niece, except as 
a creature as far above him as the heavens are above 
the earth, seemed treason too horrible for beUef. His 
heart smote him as be saw the tears coursing dowii 
her cheeks, and her eyes full of horror. 

^ Well, mother," said he, affiecting to take her emo- 
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tion as joy at seeing him again, '' did you think I was 
buried alive ? " 

" Oh, Owen, Owen I " sobbed the poor woman, ** I'd 
almost as soon you had been, as that you should bring 
disgrace upon yoiwself by doing wrong." 

" I've done no wrong, mother," he answered, with 
quiet dignity, which the poor old creature admired in 
the midst of her distress. '' Miss Wyastone has been 
just as safe here as at Llangarran House, and a good 
deal happier than she'll be in her next home, I'm 
afraid." 

" But you kissed her — ^we saw you ! " 

But even this accusation Owen took philosophically. 

" Well, mother, it's hard lines if a girl can't be kissed 
by someone who cares for her once in her life I " he 
said, composedly, as he turned to show Newton Rose 
the way into the warm kitchen. 

The secretary had had time to exchange a few words 
with Decima, and was rather alarmed by a shade more 
independence in her tone than he had been used to. 
As the awful possibility of her finding spirit enough to 
break her engagement to him Crossed his mind, he 
began to see that he must take active measures to pre- 
vent it. Mrs. Yorath billed her son <mt oi the room 
on purpose to leave the engaged couple alone together. 
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and Newton took advantage of the opportunity to throw 
himself on his knee beside the chair in which she had 
sat down. 

" If you could have guessed^ my dearest Decima, 
what I went through, wondering whether you were 
safe ! " 

" Oh, yes, thank you, I was quite safe," answered 
she imeasily, trying to remove her hand out of his 
reach. 

" How I tortiured myself wondering whether that 
ploughman fellow could drive ! " continued Newton 
with acerbity. 

" Why, you must have heard my uncle say that Mr. 
Yorath rides and drives better than anybody in the 
county I " said Decima with spirit. 

" Then why couldn't he manage to get you as far as 
Llangarren House ? What do you think yoiw imcle 
will say to his favorite, for his clumsiness in getting 
you stranded here ? " 

Decima looked troubled. Indeed she was afraid 
that Owen would get into trouble with her uncle. 
She spoke in a humbler tone. 

" He couldn't help it, and I think my uncle will 
know that he did the best he could," she said. '' But 
of course I understand that it seems a very shocking 
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thing to you, and — and of course, Mr. Rose," she 
added with a nervous tremor in her voice, ** I release 
you from your engagement to me." 

Now this, as Owen had said, was the last thing New- 
ton Rose desired. He seized her hands, in spite of 
her, and impored her not to wreck his hopes, assuring 
her that whatever she did, wherever she went, she was 
still the only thing he prized upon earth, and that 
his life would be a blank without the hope of having 
her for his wife. 

" As for Mr. Yorath," said he, finding that his sneers 
at that young man had not had the desired effect of 
making Decima ashamed of such a friend, '* I know 
very well that he is as chivalrous as even a man 
of your own rank could be ; and I know also that if 
your engagement to me were to be broken off through 
this young man's indiscretion, he would be ruined for- 
ever with the earl. I am siwe you would not like to 
bring such a misfortune upon our young friend, now 
would you ? " 

With a smothered sob poor Decima, recognizing the 
truth of what he said, submitted to be kissed by her 
fianck. And it was upon a scene of apparent recon- 
ciliation between the lovers that Mrs. Yorath entered, 
bearing a loaded tea-tray. 
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Owen followed his mother, accompanied by Farmer 
Davies, and they all sat down to a meal which not all 
the jokes of Davies, who was a professional humorist, 
could make a cheerful one. 

As Newton did not profess to drive, Owen had to 
drive the truants back to Llangarren House in the 
spring cart. Decima by choice sat behind, and New- 
ton Rose did his best to ingratiate himself with the 
young farmer by lively talk, of which he was a master. 

Decima viewed Llangarren House, as the cart went 
slowly up the steep drive, as a dungeon in which her 
hopes of happiness were to be buried. So desperate 
was she that when the cart stopped in front of the big 
portico, and she had been helped down on to the broad 
steps, she limped down them to Owen, and holding 
out her hands, said piteously : 

" Can nothing be done ? " 

Owen glanced at the blue-faced Newton, who was 
eyeing them with mingled annoyance and contempt, 
and whispered back : 

" Fm afraid not. So don't hope. But Til try." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

DECIMALS WEDDING DAY. 

Owen Yorath had made up his mind to a deed of 
awful daring : this was no less than boldly to tell the 
earl himself of his affection for Decima. In view of the 
fact that Miss Wyastone was already engaged to a man 
who was a great favorite of the earl, this seemed a suf- 
ficiently desperate undertaking. But Newton Rose's 
neglect of his fiancie was so flagrant, and the girl's 
chances of happiness with him so few, that he fancied 
the attempt was worth making. It was just possible, 
he argued, that the earl might speak to his niece him- 
self, in which case he believed that love would at last 
overcome her timidity. Owen was fortified in his res- 
olution by the belief that Decima's adventure at Kerne 
Court had caused the tenant thereof to stand less well 
in his eyes. So Owen argued that he might as well be 
hung for a sheep as a lamb. 

The young man appeaiedbeioT^^<^ ^^^^ ^.Sss^ ^sssc^ 
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ings later with very re'd cheeks and a very nervous 
manner. The meeting began badly: for the earl, 
although imputing no blame to Owen himself for his 
niece's adventure, was exceedingly displeased by it; 
and with the remembrance thereof strong in his mind, 
he omitted to confer upon Owen the mark of special 
favor he usually gave him in shaking him by the hand. 
This omission braced Owen for his request, which he 
saw at once to be mad, reckless, and hopeless. 

" Good-morning," said the earl curtly, glancing up 
over some papers which he was pretending to read. 

" Good-morning, your lordship." 

" I haven't much time to-day, Yorath. Have you 
anything important to say to me ? " 

*' Yes, your lordship." 

The earl looked up again, perceiving a portentous 
change in the young man's tone. 

" Well," said he coldly, looking down again, but curi- 
ous to hear the next words. 

" Your lordship," began Owen in a ringing voice, " I 
have come to ask your pardon." 

Lord Llangarren began to feel still more curious, 
although he knew, to begin with, that the pardon asked 
for must refer to that regrettable adventure of Deci- 
ma 's. He just inclined his Yiead, axA\asX«L^ 
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" Your lordship, I — I — I love her, love your niece, 
your niece, I know what I am doing, what I am risk- 
ing, and what you must think of me. But I can't help 
it. And, your lordship, if she were going to be mar- 
ried to a decent man, a man she could care for, or even 
one who cared for her, I shouldn't trouble. But 
though Mr. Rose is a gentleman by birth, and very 
clever, twenty times cleverer and better educated than 
I, still he doesn't care for her, and she doesn't care for 
him, and he would never make her happy." 

" And you think you could ? " said the earl, looking 
up with an amused contempt in his face which Owen 
found much harder to bear than the outburst of digni- 
fied anger which he had expected. 

" Your lordship, I would try," he stammered, in a 
much less assured tone. The earl sat back in his 
chair, put on his glasses, and surveyed him all over 
with a steady gaze which made the poor yoimg farmer 
feel as if he were standing barefooted on the red-hot 
ploughshare of ancient days. 

'' And what reason have you for supposing that the 
man I have chosen to marry my niece will not try to 
make her happy ? " 

"Well, my lord, he doesn't try now," said Owen 
desperately. " He publicly m^&iaiXs^ >aet \r| \s«is»s^ 
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much taken up with girls like the Thomases at St. Thew- 
drick's, he can't find time for a word with her in their 
presence. Even when she sprained her ankle the 
other day he let me help her along, and he let me drive 
her home. I don't say he would treat her badly as his 
wife : but, my lord, I think he has proved that he would 
not treat her as well as he ought." 

The earl lost his contemptuous manner, and listened 
attentively to the young man's words. He was indeed 
by no means pleased by Newton Rose's conduct to- 
wards his niece, and the truth of these fresh revelations 
he had no reason to doubt. When the yoimg fellow 
paused, therefore, it was in a tone of quiet reasoning 
that he answered : 

'* I don't say that Mr. Rose is quite such a success 
in the character oi dijiand as I had reason to expect 
him to be. But if, notwithstanding this, I am still will- 
ing to trust him with the care of my niece's future, I 
think you will allow that that ought to be sufficient 
satisfaction to anyone who has the young lady's inter- 
ests at heart. I need scarcely point out to you, my dear 
Yorath, that in condescending to reason with you on 
this preposterous folly I am according you a privilege 
which I should not think of bestowing upon any other 
man of /our position who presumed to s^^akto me on 
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such a cubject. But I have always considered you 
greatly the superior of other men of your class, so that 
I can scarcely blame my niece for discerning it also, or 
you for taking advantage of the fact. So we will reason 
it out. Now what sort of life would my niece have to 
lead if she married you ? Why, you know yourself it 
would be as different as possible from the one she has 
been leading up to now. Do you think she is fitted for 
it?" 

" Well, sir, you know I*m not so badly off that my 
wife need do any work " 

"Worse and worse," interrupted the earl peremp- 
torily, "for she would be neither one thing nor the 
other : neither an honest, hard-working farmer's wife, 
nor an equally hard-working woman of fashion. She 
would have nothing to do, poor thing." 

" But, your lordship, is she any better fitted to be a 
woman of fashion than she is to be a farmer's 
wife ? " 

The earl thought a little, and then shook his head. 

" Upon my word, I don't think she is. And to tell 
you the truth, I can't imagine what you can see in the 
girl. I should have thought a fine handsome lass like 
Thomas's daughter would have been much more to your 
taste. Now, frankly, don't you think \3ci&^3w:^.''^cai^"^K>a^ 
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Wyastone is my niece must have influenced you in con 
ceiving this unaccountable infatuation ? " 

Owen stared at him in frank astonishment. 

" Unaccountable ! I can't imderstand your calling it 
unaccountable. It seems to me unaccountable that she 
shouldn't seem to everybody what she seems to me. 
And isn't it hard, my lord, since I think so much of her 
and her fianck thinks nothing of her, that he should 
have her and not I ? " 

The earl smiled, rather touched by the young fallow's 
evident sincerity. He rose from his chair and crossed 
the room to his favorite spot on the hearth-rug. 

"Well, well, no doubt it does seem so to you, and 
perhaps to her. For her preference for you — I'm 
afraid you've had opportunities of assuring yourself of 
that " — and he threw a rueful glance at the handsome 
young man, " is accountable enough. But believe me, 
I am deciding for the best for both of you. There is 
no more certain source of misery than an unequal 
marriage. You would lose the sympathy of your own 
class without getting into that of the other. You 
understand, my dear Yorath, that that is my only 
objection to you as a suitor. If you were to go over 
to Colorado or the colonies, and make a fortune by 
tinning mulberries or potXmg kan^aroo^ there would 
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be quite a rush for you as a husband, and I, if I had 
marriageable daughters on hand, should no doubt rush 
with the rest. But as it is, I am bound to find my 
niece a husband who can give her a suitable posi- 
tion." 

" Then you think the position more important than 
the person of a husband ? " said Owen with what he 
meant to be sarcasm. 

But the earl answered quite calmly, 

"Undoubtedly it is — ^far more important. Girls 
rarely have sufficient character, and never sufficient 
experience, to be able to choose their husbands except 
by their faces and the color of their hair. But they all 
have sense enough to prefer a big house to a little one 
in the long run ; and such of us guardians as have the 
chance of getting them the big house, are bound to do 
so." 

The earl finished with a kind smile and a glance at 
the clock. 

Poor Owen, crestfallen yet conscious that he had 
been treated better than he had expected, with- 
drew. He caught sight of a pale, but eager face at one of 
the windows of the morning-room as he went down the 
avenue. And as he raised his hat, he shook his head 
mournfully. This was his faxe^di Xo \^^\sBa^ Vst ns^^ 
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days later she was taken up to London to buy her 
trousseau. 

It was at the house of her cousin Sybil that Decima 
spent the three weeks before her wedding-day, the date 
of which had been settled off-hand by the earl as soon 
as Owen Yorath left his study after his desperate ap- 
peal. Lady Sybil had married a rich ship-owner of the 
name of Jackson, and was very well contented with 
her lot, though she did not care for her husband. She 
good-naturedly did her best to reconcile Decima to her 
lot. Of course she had heard of the girPs romantic 
fancy for Owen Yorath, and she had gained the girPs 
goodwill by showing some sympathy with her. 

" It was very silly of papa to let you speak to him," 
was her comment. " I frankly own that when Agatha 
and I used to dance at those funny tenants' balls, we 
always looked forward to our dance with him. He is 
so handsome and has such a nice voice. He has such 
good manners too, not a bit like any of the others. 
I shall feel quite sorry myself when I hear of his hav- 
ing thrown himself away on one of those biunpkin 
girls." 

"Couldn't you persuade my uncle ?" pleaded 

Decmia, encouraged by this sympathy. 
Her cousin laughed and s\iooV\i«\iead* 
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" Oh, dear, no. Papa is quite right : these unequal 
marriages never answer. You will get along comfort- 
ably enough with Newton, when you have once made 
up your mind to put up with his peculiarities. And I 
don't suppose he will trouble you with much of his 
society, any more than my husband does." 

Poor Decima was unutterably shocked. 

"And yet you can be happy — to be married like 
that ! " 

" Certainly, my dear. In our world it is easy enough. 
Of course if you have to live in four rooms eight feet 
square the conditions are different, and a little per- 
sonal liking becomes a necessity. The worst of flirta- 
tions like yours is that they accustom one to the ideal 
of four rooms eight feet square." 

With a heavy sigh, Decima turned to look drearily 
out of the window. Lady Sybil looked at her kindly ; 
she did not feel at all sure that her cousin was the sort 
of girl to make herself happy under the proposed con- 
ditions. Then a little scornful curl appeared upon 
her lip, as she said : 

" You are a spiritless little thing ! Why didn't you 
tell papa plainly you wouldn't have Newton Rose? 
He couldn't have eaten you ; he couldn't even have 
kept you on bread and ^atex lox \\.\ \ ^o^^^^^-*^^^?^^ 
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of helping such a goose : the responsibility would be 
too great." 

Into Decimals great eyes, as she turned them upon 
her cousin, there came a look of bewilderment speedily 
succeeded by one of horror, and then by one of doubt : 
in her mind was the germ of an Idea. 



It was a bitterly cold day at the end of January, and 
the sky was darkening for snow. Owen Yorath, hav- 
ing refused to eat any dinner, had wandered away over 
the hills on pretence of looking after the sheep, some 
of which had been straying. But this was only an ex- 
cuse to take him away from his mother, away from the 
house, out of reach of human voice, and out of sight of 
human eye. It was Decima's wedding day, and he 
was profoundly miserable. Decima had summoned 
courage enough to write him the briefest of notes, tell- 
ing him the date fixed and nothing more. He had re- 
plied, after tearing up a dozen long letters, in a note 
almost as brief as her own, telling her that he wished 
her all happiness and that he should treasure the re- 
membrance of her kindness to him as long as he lived. 
After that he had given himself up to despair, which 
Ae was now enjoying to the iuW. 
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The poor fellow was so unhappy that he presently 
resolved in one of those reckless impulses which have 
so often before, in like cases, wrecked promising young 
lives, that he would not bear his misery alone. There 
was a girl at St. Thewdrick's waiting for him to pro- 
pose to her : he would set off that very afternoon, that 
very moment, and do so. He didn't care for Gladys, but 
after all she was of his own class, he would get used to 
her, and once married he would forget all about the 
white-handed lady who had put him under so unhappy 
a spell. 

So he started off without another instant's delay. 
It was already beginning to grow dark. He would 
have to make haste to get there before nightfall. Hap- 
pily, the snow had not yet begun to fall, and the ground 
was crisp and hard, which made walking easier. He 
had gone a long way off the high-road in his wander- 
ings among the hills, and at last he came suddenly 
upon the new railway line which had only been opened 
the previous year, and remembering that it was the 
starting point for London, where Decima had been 
married that morning, he stood for a long time looking 
sentimentally at the single line of rail. He knew that 
the best train of the day from London was nearly due 
at the little hillside statioxv V-aM ^ xk^^ \i^-^^^^ ^^* 
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Thewdrick's. He thought he would pass the farm, 
and go on to the station, and get a London paper, on 
the chance of enhancing his misery by seeing the 
announcement of her marriage among the fashionable 
arrangements for the day. 

He had to pass quite close to the farmhouse, right 
under the stucco lions and the gilded railings. He 
fancied that he saw a woman's form at one of the 
windows, but he hurried on without slackening his 
footsteps to ascertain whether it was the fair Gladys 
herself. There was plenty of time for Gladys on his 
return from the station, when he had got his 
paper. 

The train was over-due when he reached the little 
shed which formed the station, so he waited outside to 
see it come up. In about five minutes' time the 
signal sounded, and presently a little red spot, ap- 
parently stationary, but growing larger and brighter 
appeared between two frowning hills. A strange 
excitement took possession of him : he felt that the 
approaching train, coming straight from London, was 
a link between him and Decima : he watched it with 
straining eyes, and by the time it slackened speed to 
stop at the station, he was able to fancy that he saw 
Decimals own face at a carnage ^woi^oh?. 
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He turned, and ran up the steps to the platform. 
The papers were being flung out at his feet. There 
was only one passenger, a lady, who stepped out from 
a first-class apartment, and came straight up to him. 
It was Decima herself. 

Without the slightest hesitation, or faltering ; in the 
headlong manner in which people who make up their 
minds slowly and seldom can act, when they do by 
chance come to a decision, she put out her hands to 
take those of her lover, and said quite simply : 

" Owen, did you guess ? " 

Owen could not yet realize what had happened. He 
felt as if an angel had flown into his breast when he 
had only expected a bird. 

"Guess!" he repeated, not yet daring to hope. 
" You are not yet — married ? " 

" No, not yet, Owen," she answered in a low voice 
which sent a thrill through him by the suggestion it 
implied. " I couldn't bear it. So I've run away." 

Owen understood at last. 

" Run away — from him — ^to me I " he repeated in an 
ecstasy. " Oh, my darling." 

The train had thundered on, and they went out to- 
gether, she leaning on his arm. She told him how a 
suggestion of her cousin S^VAVs \iaA ^x^\, o-^^^NR-^^^sst 
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eyes to the possibility of her having a voice as to hei own 
fate : how the thought of marriage with Newton Rose, 
and the thought of never seeing Owen again, became 
every day more unbearable : how up till the last she had 
hesitated, and dared not make up her mind to take the 
irrevocable step : but how this morning the nearness of 
the danger having made her desperate, she had slipped 
out of the house and found her way to Paddington sta- 
tion, whence she had despatched a note to Newton 
Rose advising him that it would not be worth his while 
to go to the church, as she would not be there : how 
she had delayed sending this note off until the last 
moment before the train started, so that pursuit would be 
impossible until she was fairly in the arms of her lover. 
" I wondered whether you would be here, Owen ! 
What made you come ? " 

But Owen was careful not to tell her. She did not 
understand men enough to be trusted with the knowl- 
edge that he had been on the point of proposing to 
another woman. She would have been jealous : when, 
if she could have understood the truth, she would have 
been flattered by what was really a proof of the depth 
of his feeling for her. 
As they walked on, too happy to concern themselves 
with the everyday matteis oi\\i^,x5aft>j tcrwA^^asfclves 
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suddenly under the stucco lions, and Ethel Thomas 
standing waiting for someone. 

" Ah, Mr. Yorath, there you are ! We saw you go 
by, and I waited for you to come back. I thought 
you'd only gone to the station." She saw Decima, 
but did not recognize her at first, muffled up as the 
girl was in wraps which were an attempt at disguise. 
As, however, the truth suddenly broke upon her, she 
gave vent to a prolonged Oh I expressive of the deepest 
disappointment. "Why, Miss Wyastone, I thought 
you were to have been married to-day — to Mr. Rose ? " 

" Miss Wyastone," broke in Owen quietly, " has not 
only put off her wedding-day, but is going to change 
her bridegroom." 

" I see," said Ethel, getting over her disappointment 
the more easily as it was only vicarious after all. 
" Well, I must say I'm not so very much surprised, nor 
sorry, for you were too good for any of us, Owen, and I 
don't wonder at a real lady taking up with you ! There, 
I wish you both every happiness, and I hope poor 
Gladys won't break her heart ! " But Gladys was made 
of sterner stuff, and instead of showing ill-will to her 
successful rival, she seized the occasion to connect 
herself with a greater world than hers by inviting Dec- 
ima to stay at St. Thev^dnck's io\ \!ftfc \.«« e^ac^'^.'^saaJ^. 
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must elapse before the wedding. Decima objected 
that this would bring upon the Thomases the displeas- 
ure of the earl, which seemed to her a calamity so 
dire that it had needed the blackest depths of despair 
and disgust of Newton Rose to urge her to incur it. 
Gladys made light of this : she had even made up her 
mind to bring the influence of her pretty face to bear upon 
the earl by pleading for his niece's forgiveness. Gladys 
was a girl who meant to get on in the world, and she 
never lost an opportunity. It is not to be supposed 
that Lord Llangarren was pleased to hear of Decimals 
daring escape from leading-strings. But at the same 
time he did not disguise from himself the fact that he 
had over-ridden her wishes rather harshly, and in the 
depths of his heart he felt an admiration for her such 
as he had not supposed the shy girl capable of excit- 
ing. Of course he ended by forgiving both her and 
Owen, and in the long run he owned to himself, though 
never to her, that she had done better for herself than 
she would have done by marrying Newton Rose, whose 
conduct with his patron became less perfect as his 
position became more secure. 

But to the last, in talking to his niece herself, the 

earl would shake his head, and tell her that however 

generously he himseli migVvt, coxv^o\vei\\sx o^^^Yica^ and 
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however happy she and her husband persisted in being, 
still the marriage of an earl's niece with a plain farmer 
was, and never could be anything else than, a severe 
shock to society. 



THE END. 



